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The names ofthe Actors, 


Diſcord. 
Titinnius, | Roman te 
Brutus, Roman 2. 
Pompey. Bonus Genius. 
Ceſar. Calphurnia. 
Anthony. Aupur. 
Dolobella. Precentor. 
Cornelia. Senators, 

. Cleopatyn, | Bacolian, 

- Achillas. | Octaman. 
SemProntns. Ceſars Ghoſt. 
Caſsins, Cicero. 
Cato Sen, Cato lun. 
Caſcade Camber. 


The Tragedie of Cxlar _ 
and Pompey, — 
Sound alarum then flames of fit. 


Enter Diſcord, 


Earkehow the Romaine drums ſound bloud & death, 
And Mars high mounted on bis ThracianStecde:. 
Runs madding through Pharſa{as purple fieldes. 
The earth that's wont to be a Tombe for Men 
It's now entomb 4 with Carkaſcs of Men. 
The Heauen appal'd to ſee ſuch hideous fights, 
For feare puts out her ever burning lights. 
The Gods amazd(as once in T#ta»s war, ) - 
Do doubt and feare, which boadesthis deadly tar. 
The ſtarrs do tremble, and forſake their courle, 
The Bearedoth hide her in forbidden Sea, 
Fearemakes Bootes (wiften her ſlowe pace, 
| Paleis Orion, Atlas gins to quake, © 
And his vawildy burthento forſake, - 
Ceſars keene Falchion,through the Aduerſc rankes, 
For his ſterne Maſter hewesa paſſage out, 
Through troupes & troonkes, & ſtecle, & ftanding blood: 
He whoſe proud Trophies whileomeLa field, 
And conquered Poxtas,finge his lafhng praiſe. 
Great Powpey;Great,while Forte did him raife, 
Nowe vailes the glory of his vanting plumes 
And to the ground caſts of his high hang'd lookes.: 
You gentle Heauens, O execute your wrath . 
On vile mortality,that hath ſcornd your powers. 
You night borne Siſters to whole hairesarety'd | 
In Adamantine Chaines both Gods and Men + 
Winde on your webbe of miſchiefe and of plagues, 
And if,O ſtarres you haue an infiuence: - 
That may confohnds this high ereQedheape + 
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The Tragedy 
Downe po'xreit; Vomit out your worlt of 1!fs BY 
Let Roame,growne proud , withher vaconquered ſtrength, 
Periſh and conquered Bs with her owne ſtrength: 
And win all powersto diſtoyne and break, 
Conſume,confound,diſlolue,and difcipate- 
What Lawes, Armes and Pride hath raiſed vp, 
| Enter Titmins 
Tit, The day is loſt our hope and honours loſt, 
The glory of the Romaine name is loſt, 
Theliberty and commonwealeis loſt, £25 
The Gods that whileom heard the Romaine ſtate, 
And 92«irinss,whoſe ſtrong puiſſant arme, 
Did ſhild the tops and turrets of proud Rome, 
Do now conſpire to-wracke the gallant Ship, 
Eucn in the harbor ofher wiſhed creatneſle. 
And her gay ſtreamers,and faire wauering ſayles, 
With which the wanton wind was wont to play, 
To drowne with Billows of orcwhelming woes. 
Enter Bratas, 
Bru. The Foe preuayles, Bratxs,thou ſtriveſtin vaine- 
Many a foule to day is ſentto Hell, 
And many a galant haueI don to death, 
In Pharſalias bleedingEarth : the worldcantell, 
How litle Bratzspraizzd thispuſte of breath, 
It loſſe of that my countries weale might gaine, 
But Heauens and the tmmortall Gods decreed: 
T hat Rome in higheſt of her fortunes pich, 
 Intopof fouerainty and imperiall ſwayc. 
By her owne height ſhould worke her owne decay: 
. "Emter Pompey . © | 
Pom. Where may I fly into ſome deſertplace, 
Some vncotith, vafrequented craggy rocke, 
Where as my name and ſtate was neuer heard. 
Tflie the Batle becauſc here 1 ſee, 
My friends lye bleedingin Pharſaliacearth. 
Which do remember me what carſ(t I was, 
Wha brought ſuch troopes of ſoldiars to theftelde, 
offo many thouſand had command: - 
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of 1ulius Caeſar. 
My flighta heauy memory doth renery, 
Which tels me I was wont to ſtay and winne, 
But now a ſouldier of my ſcatred traine: 
Offered me ſervice and did call me Lord, 
O then I thought whome rifing Sunne ſaw high, 
Deſcending he beheld my miſery: | 


 Flietothe holow roote of ſome ſteeperocke, 


And in that flinty habitation hide, 

Thy wotfull face:from face and view of men. 
Yetthat will tell me this, if naught beſide: 

Pompey was never wont his head to hide. 

Flie where thou wilt,thou bearſt about thee ſmart, 
Shame at thy heeles and greefe lies at thy heart. 

Tit, But ſee Titinins where two warriers ſtand, 
Caſting their eyes downeto the cheareles earthe: 
Alafſe to ſoone | know themfor to bee 
Pompey and Brutzs,who like Aiax (and, 

When as forſooke of Fortune mong'|t his foes, 
Greife {topt his breath nor could he ſpeake his woes, 
Pom, - Accurſed Pompey,loe thou art deſcried. 
But flay;they are thy friends thatthou behouldeſt, 
O rather had [now have met my foes: (woes 
Whoſe daggers poynts might ſtraight haue piercd my 
Then thus to haue my friends behold my ſhame. 
Reproch is death to him that lia'd in Fame, 
Bru, Brutus Calt vp thy diſcontented looke: 


_ Anifſeetwo Princes thy two noble friends, - 


Who though it greeues methat] thus them ſee, 

Yetioy Ito bee ſecnetheyliuing be. He {peakes-vnto thers, 

Let not the change of this ſiicceſles fight, 

(O noble Lords, )diſmay theſe dau nteles mindes, 

Which the fairevertue,not blind chance doth rule, 

{ſar not vs fubdued hath,buc Rome, 

And in that fight twas beſt be ouerthrowne. 

Thinke thatthe Conqueror hath won but ſmale, 

Whoſe vidory is but his Countries fal, 

Pom. O Noble Bratwscanllive and ſee, 

My Souldiars dead, iy friends lie ſlaine in field, EE 
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The Tragedy 
My hopes caſt downe,mine Honors otterthrowne, 
My Cuauntry ſubie& to a Tirands rule, 
My foe triumphing and my ſelte forlorne. 
Od had Iperithed in that proſperous warre 
Euenin mine Honors height,that happy day, 
When /ithridates fall did rayſe my fame: 
Then had I gonne with Honor to my graue, 
But Pompey was by envious heauens referu'd, 
Captiue to followe {7#/ar: Chariot wheeles 
Riding in triumph to the Capitol: 
And Rome oft grac'd with Trophies of my fame, 
Shall now reſound the blemiſh of my name. 

Brx, Oh what diſgrace can tauntthis worthineſle, 
Of which remaine ſuch liuing monuments 
Ingrauen in the eyes and hearts ofmen. 

Although the oppreſlion of diſtreſled Rowe 

And our owne ouerthrow,might well drawe forth, 

Diſtilling teares from faynting cowards eyes, 

Yet ſhould no weake a paſlion ſeaſe 

Vpan that man, the greatnelle of whoſe minde 

And not his Fortune madehim term'd che Great. 
Pom. Oh I did never talt mine Honours ſweete 


 Nornow caniudge of this my ſharpeſt ſowre. 


Fifty eight yeares 1n Fortunes ſweete ſoftlap _ 
Haue Ibeencluld a ſleepe with pleaſant ioyes, 
Me Rath ſhe dandledin her foulding Armes, + 
And ted my hopes with proſperous euentes : 
Shee Crownd my Cradle with ſucceſſe and Honour, 
And ſhall diſgrace a waite my haples Hearſe ? 
Was I a youth with Palme and Lawrell girt, 
And now an ould man ſhall I waite my fall* 
Oh when Ithinke but on my triomphspalt, 
The Conſul-ſhips and Honours Ihaue borne; 
The fame and feare where in great Pompey liu'd, 
Then doth my gricued Soule informe methis, 
My fall augmented by my former bille. 

Bru, Why do we vieof vertues ſtrength to vant, 


If 


of Tulins Ceſar. 

If eviery crofſe a Noble mind candaunt, 

Wee talke of courage,then,is courage knowne, 

When with miſhap our ſtate is ouerthroywne: 

Neuer lethim a Souldiers Title beare. Ls 

Wihch inthe cheefeſt brunt doth ſhrinke and feare, 

Thy former haps did Men thy vertue ſhew, 

But now thatfayles them which thy vertue knew, 

Nor thinke this conqueſt ſhalbe Pompeys fall: 

Or that Phar/alia ſhall thine honour bury, 

Egipt ſhalbe vnpeopled for thine ayde. 

And Cole-black Z:bians,ſhal! manure the grounde 

In thy defence with bleeding hearts of men. 

Pom. Oſccond hope of fad oppreſſed Rome, 

In whome the ancient Bretzs vertue ſhines, 

That purchaſt firſt the Romazre liberty, 

Let me imbrace thec:live viRorious youth, _ 

Whendeath and angry fates ſhall call me hence, 

To free thy country froma Tyrants yoke, 

My harder fortune, ane more cruell ſtarrs: . 

Envied to-me ſo greata happines, | 

Do not prolong my life with vaine falſe hopes, 

To deepe diſpaire and ſorrow Tamivow'd: 

— Donotremououe me from that ſetled thought, 
With hope of fricnds or ayde of Pro/omey, 
Egipt and Libia at choyle I have. 

But onely which of them Ile make my grane. | 
Tit, Tiz bit difcomfort which mi ſ[greeves thee this, 

Greefe by diſpaire feemes greater then it 18, | R 
Bra. Ti Gthanonfh to wayle and mone our-greefe, 

By Induſtric'do wiſe men'ſeecke releefe,” 

It chat our caſting do fall out a mille, _ 

Our cunning plſayghuſt then corre the dice. 

Pom, Well if1t needs mult bee then lecme gce, 

Flying for aydevmto my forrayne friends, 

Aud ſve and bow, where eart1 did command. 

He that'gqeth ſecking of'a Tirant aide; © : - 
Though free he werit,a ſeruant then is made; 
Take we our laſt farivell, then though with pains, 
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TheTragedy 
Here three do partthat ne're ſhall inzet againe.., 
Exit Pampey at on dove,Titinins at 
auther, Brutas alone, 


ACTYS :.--: SCENA 3. 


Enter Ceſar 


Ce/; Follow your chaſe and let yourlight-foote fteedes 
Flying as ſwift as did that winzed horſe 
That with ſtrong fethered Pinion cloue the Ayre, 
Oc'take the coward flight of your baſe foe. 
Eru, Do not with-drawe thy mortall woundring blade, 
But (heath it Ce/ar in my wounded heart : 
Let not that heart that did thy Country wound 


| Feare tolay Bretar bleeding on the ground, 


Thy fatall ſtroke of death ſhall more mee glad, 
Then all thy proud and Pomp>oas vittories 
My funerall Cypreſle,then thy Lawrell Crowne, 


- My mournefull Beere ſhall winne more Praiſe and Fame 


Then thy triumphing Sun-bright Chariot. 
Heere in theſc fatall fieldes ler Bretas die, 
And beare ſo miny Romaines company. 
(eſa. T'was not'gainft thee this fatall blade was drawne 
Which can no more pierce Br#tss tender fides 
Then mine owne heart, or ouzht then heart more deere, 
For all the wronges thou did{t,or ſtrokes thou gau'lt 
(Ceſar on thee will take no worſe reuenge, : + 
Then bid thee ſtill comminde him and his ſtate: 
True (etled loue can ncere bee turn'd to hate. 
Brut. To what a pitch would this mans vertues ſore, 
Did not ambition clog his mounting fame, 
(far thy ſword hath all bliſſe from me taine 
 Andgiveſt mc life where beſt were to be ſlaine. 
Othou haſtrobd me ofmy chiefeſt ioy, _ | 
And ſeek topleaſe me with a babilh toye. Exit Brutas, 
(fc Ceſar Pharſalia doth thy conqueſt ſound _ 
Toucs welcom mellenger faire Vittory, 


Hath 


of Inlius Ceſar, 
Hath Crown'd thy temples with vitorious bay. '- © 
And Io ioyfull,Io doththe fing 

And through the world thy laſting prayſes ring. 
But yet amidſt thy gratefull melody 

I hcare a hoarſe,and heauy dolfu!l yoyce, 

Of my deare Country crying, thatto day: 

My Glorioustriumphs worke her owne decay. 
In which how many fatall ſtrokes I gaue, 

So many woundes h *r tender breſt recein'd. 
Heere lycth one that's boucher'd by his Sire 

And heere the Sonne was his old Fathers death, 
Both ſlew v:knowing,both vaknowne areflaine, 
O that ambition ſhould ſuch miſchiefe worke 

Or meane Men dic for great mensproud deſire, 


ACTYS: 7. SCENA 3. 
Enter Anthony ,Dolobella, Lord and others, 


Av, From ſad Pharſatia bluſhing al with bloud, 
From deaths pale triumphes,Pompey overthrowne, 
Remains in forraine ſoyles, brething theirlaſt, 
Reuenge,ſtange wars and dreadfull ſtratagems , 

Wee cometo {et the Lawrell onthy head 
And fill thy eares with triumphs and with joyes. 

Dolo, As when that He&or from the Grecian campe 
With ſpoiles of ſlaughtered ergians return'd, 

The Trozanyouths with crownes of conquering palme: 
The Phrigian Virgins with faire flowry wrethes - 
Welcom d the hope,and pride of //;z»z, 

. So for thy viory and conqueringaQRes 

Wee bring faire wreths of Honor & renowne, 

Which ſhall enternally thy head adorne. 

Lord. Now hath thy ſword made paſlage for thy ſelfe, + 
To wadein bloud of them that ſoughtthy death, 
The ambitious riuall ofthine Honorshigh, |. F< 
Whoſe mightineſle earſt made himto be fteard © - 
Now flies and is enforc'd to giue thee place. * / 

Whilſt 
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Whilſt thou remainſt the conquering Hercules Wy 


 Triumphing in thy (poyles and viftories. 


Ce/. When Phebus kt faire Thetis watery couch, 
And pceping forth from outthe goulden gate 
Ot his brighe pallace,ſaw our battle rank'd: | 


- Ofrdid heelceketo turne his fiery ſteedes, 


Oft hid his face,and ſhund ſuch tragick lights, 

What ſtranger paſleſt euer by this coſt : _.. - 

Thee this accurſed ſoyle diſtainde with blood 

Not Cariſtall rivers ,are to quench thy thirſt, | 

For goaring ſtreames,therr riwers clecreneſle taines: 

Heere are no hils wherewith to feede thine eyes, 

But heaped hils of mangled Carkaſes, 

Heere are no birdes to pleaſe thee with their notes: 

But rauenous Vultures,and nizht Ranens horſe. 
Anto. What meanesgreat > lm our generall, 

Or melts in worhaniſh compaſſion: | 

To ſee Pharſalzai fieldesto changetheir hewe 

And {iluer ſtreames be turn'd to lakes of blood? 

Why Ceſar oft hath ſacrific'd in France, 

Millions of Soules, ra Platoes griſly dames: 

And male the chanted coloured Rhere to bluſh, 

Tobeare his bloody burthen tothe ſea, 

And when as thouin mayden A/4:0n ſhore 

The RemainezZgle bravely did{taduance, 

No hand payd greater tribute vnto death, 

No heart with more couragious Noble fire 

And hope, did burne with glotious great intent. 

And now ſhall paſſion baſe that Noble minde, 


| And weake enents that courrage ouercome? 


Let Pompey proud, and Pompsys Complices 
Die on ou; ſwords, that did etiuie our liues, . 
Let pale Tyþphone be cloyd with bloud: 
and ſnaky turies quenchtheirJonging thirſt, 
And {ſar liveto glory intheir end. 
Cef. They ſay wherras the younger African, 
Beheld the mighty Carthage wofu!l fall: 
And ſawe ber ſtately Towers to ſmoke from farre, 


He 


of Tulius Ceſar. 
He wept,and princely teares ran downe his cheekes, 
Let pity then and true compaſſion, 
Maue ys'to rue no traterous Carthagefall, 
No barbarous periurd enemies decay, 
But Rome our natiue Country, haples Rome, 
Whole bowe'sto vngently wehaue peerc'd, 
Faire pride of Ewrope,Miſtreſle of the world, 
Cradle of vertues,nurſe of true renowne, 
Whome Toe hath plac'd intop' of ſeauen hils: - 
That thou the lower worldes feanenclimes mightſt rule, 
Thee the proud Parth;an and the cole-black Moore, 
The fterne Tartarianborneto manage armes, 
Doth feare and tremble at thy Maiely, 
And yetI bred and foſtered in thy lappe, 
Durſt ſtrive to onerthrowe thy Capitol: ' 
And thy high Turretslay as Jow as hell. - 
Delos, O Rowe, and haue the powers of Heaven decreed, 
When as thy fame did reach vntothe Skie, 
And the wide Ocean was thy i yr boundes, 
And thou enricht with ſpoyles of all the world, 
Was waxen proud with peace and ſoueraine raigne: 
That Ciuill warres ſhould looſe what Forraine won, 
And peace hisioyes,be turn'd to luckles broyles. 
Lord. O Pompey, curſed cauſe of ciuill warre, - 
Which of thoſe hel-borne ſterne Eurmexides: | 
Inflam'd thy minde with ſvch ambitious fire, E 
As nought could quench it butthy Countries bloud. : * 
Dole. But this no whilethy valour doth deſtayne, 
Which found'ſt vnſooght for cauſe of ciuill broytes, 
And fatall fuell which this fire enflamd, — 
Anto, Letthen his death ſetperiod to this ſtrife 
Which was begun by his ambitious life. © 
(</. The flying Pompey to: Lariſſa haſtes, 
And by TheſſalianT _ ſhapes his coutſe: - 
Where faire Penexs tumbles vp his waues, 
Him weele purſue as faſt as he vs flies, , 
Nor he though garded with Numidiarhorſe; *- - 
Norayded with the vareſifted powree> 7 5 
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The Ieree,or eaten mouth'd Nile can yeeld: 
No not all {ich arm'd in his defence f 
Shall fſerue to ſhrowd him from mytatall ſworde. Exit, 


ACT. 1. SC. 4 


Enter Cato, 


Ca. O whercis baniſh'd liberty exil'd, 

To Africk deſerts or to Scythiarockes, 

Oc whereas {iluer ſtreaming Tanass is? 

Happy 1s /:7ia and Arabia bleſt, 

And all the bordering regions vpon Nie 

That neuer knew the name of Liberty, 

But we that boaſt of Z-»res and Colatins, 

And glory we expeld proud Targuins name, 

Do greeueto loole,that we ſo long haue held. 

Why reckon we our yeares by Conſuls names: 

And ſo long ruld infreedon,now to ſerue? 

They lic that fay in Heaven there is a powre 

That for to wracke the ſinnes of guilty men, 
Holds in his hand a fierce three-torked dart. 

Why would he throw them downe on Oc:a mount 
Or wound the vnderringing Rodope, Te or, 
And not rayne ſhowers of his dead-doing dartes, 
Furor in flame,and Sulphures ſmothering heate 
Vponthe wicked and accu[d armes 
That crucll Romainr'gainſt their Country beare. 
Rome ware thy fall:thoſe prodigies foretould, 
When angry heauens did powre downe ſhowers of bleod 
And fatall (omers in the heauens did blaſe, + 
And allthe Statues in the Temple blaſt,  — 
' Did weepe the lofle of Kemaineliberty . - 

Then if the Gods haue deſtined thine end, 

Yet as a Motherhauing loſt her Sonne, 


Cato ſhall waite vpon thy tragick/hearle, ' F x 
And neuer aerby col and bloodlescorle , 
lie tunca ſad and 


ol-full funcrall ſong; [1.111 | 5 - 
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of ts Iulius Ceſar. 


S till-crying on loſt liberties ſweete name, 
Thy facred 1 aſhes willI waſh with teares, 
Ad thusJament my- ——_ obſequies. 


AGT,. 1. --- SCiy, 
Enter Pompey ad Cornelia. 


Cor. O FEAT Pompey whether — ek flye, 
And leaue thy poore {or»eli«thus forlorne, 
Is't our bad fortune or thy cruell will 
"That ſtill it ſeuers in extremity, 
Oletme go with thec,and diewith thee, 
Nothing-ſhall thy Carne/a gricuousthinke | 
That thee endures fos her lweete Powpeys ſake, 
Pom. Tis for thy weale and'faftyr taliy ley: - £ 
Whoſe ſafty Ipreterre Mefareding Tad 
BecauſeIloue thee more then all the world, 
Thatthou(ſweete loue)ſhouldſt heere remaine «behinde 
Till proofe aſlureth Pro/omyes doubted faith, ' 
(or. O deereſt, whatthall I my. ſaftycall, eC” 
That which is. Shrvfliyoangen hatmefullmouth? © 
Lookes not the thing ſobad withſucha name, 
Call it my death my bale,my. wo;my hell, 
That which indangers my {weete Pompeys life. 
Pom, "It isno.danger(gentlelane)ar "I b45 3460 
Tis but thy feire thatdgthirfoamicatl:. 1 
Cor, Itr bee no danyer letmiego aithebee, 
And of thy ſafty apartaker bee, . 
Alas why would ſtthou leaue mee thus dloner”' 
Thinkſt thou] capnot follow thee by Land: Bh- 
T hat thus haue followed thee earn aSos; 35 YO NE 
Ordo I variem.inconſtanthopes: 1-7 © 7 7 
O but thinke you Barre be FER TOS NOT RMED.. 
And I haue madetheemorevnfortunate.” © bod 
Tis1,tis I, haye can(d this overthrow, © 5 on 
Tis my accurſedtarres thatboadothis ll; '! . © L 
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| TheTrageay . J 
Renenge thee Pompey,on this wicked brat, 
Andend my woes by ending ofm y life, 
Pom, What meanceymy loueto aggrauate my griefe, 
And torture my enouzh tormented Soul, 
With greater greaance then Phar/alan lolle? 
Thy rented hayre doth reat my heart in twayne, 
And theſe fayr Seas,that raine downe ſhowers of tears, 
Do melt my ſoule inliqued treames of ſorrow. 
Ifthatin -£gipt any 'daungerbee, ' 
Then let my death procurethy ſweet lines ſafety, 
(or, CanIbeeſafe and Powpeyin diftreſſe, 
Or may Corne/iaſurume they death, 
What daunger cuer happens to my Soule., 
Whar daunger eke ſhall happen ro my life, .. 
Nor L5bian;quick-ſands,nor the barking, gulfe, 
Or gaping $c3//aſhall this Vnion part, 
But ſtill Ile chaynetheein my twining armes, 
Andiflcannotliuelledie with thee . 
' Poms, O how thy loue dotheaſe my greeued minde, 
Which beares.a burthen heauier then the Heauens, 
V nder the which teele-ſhouldred Atlas grones. 
But now thy lane doth hurtthy ſe/fe and me,, / 
And thy to ardent ſtrong affetion, 
Hinders my fctled reſolution. © | | 
Then by this loue, and by theſe chriſtall eyes, 
More bright thenare the Lamps of /o#es high houſe, 
Let mein this(I feare)my laſtrequeſt,'' : 
Not to indanger thy belovedlife, *- 
But in this ſhip remayne,and here aiwaite, 
How Fortune dealeth with our:doubttull State, 
Cor. Not ſoperſwadedasconiurd (weeteloue, 
By thy commanding meekeperition:;”” 
I cannot ſay Iyeeld, yet amconſtraind} 
This neuer meeting parting toperminy;/ Ws 
Then go deerc love, yet tay alittle while, 
Some what Iam ſhuce,tis more I have toſay, 
" Nay nothing now but Heauens guidethy Reps, 
Yet let me ſpeake,jvhy _— wepatiofoong” v5 | 
E341 1 TIS | :C Y 
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of Tulius Cafar. 
Why is my talke tedious ? may betisthelaſt. 
Do women leaue their husbands in ſuch haſt, 
Pom, More faithfull, then that fayre deflowred datne, 
Thatſacrifizde herſelfe to Chaſtety, | 
And far morelouing then the Charian Queene, , 
That dranke her Husbinds neuer ſundred heart. 
If that 1 dyegyet will it glad my ſoule, 
Which then ſhall! feede on thoſe E//ian ioyes, 
That in the ſacred Templeof thy breaſt, 
My liuing memory ſhall ſhrined bee. 
But if that enuious fates ſhould call thee hence, 
And Death with pale and meager looke viurpe, 
Vpon thoſe roſiate lips, and Currall cheekes, 
Then Ayre be turnde,to poyſon to infe&t me, 
Earch gape and {wallow him that Heauens hate, 
Conſume me Fire with thy deuouring flames, 
Or Water drowne,who elſe would meltin teares, 
But live, live happy ſtiilin ſafety live, 
Who ſafety onely tomy lifecan giue, Exit, 
Cor, O hes gun,go hie thee after him, 
My vow forbids, yet ſtill my care is with thee, 
My cryes ſhall wake the ſiluer Moone by night, . 
And with my teares I will falute the Morne. 
No day ſhall palle with out my dayly plaints, 
No houre without my prayers for thy returne. 
My minde miſgiues mee Pompey is betrayd. 
O <£g5pr donotrob me of my loue.. | 
Why beareth Pto/oy fo ſterne a looke? 
O do not ſtainethy chitdiſh yeaies with blood: 
Whil'ft Pompey floriſhed in his Fortunes pride: 
Egypt and Prolozmy were faine to ſerue | —- 
And ſhue for grace to my difireiſed Lord: I0Y 
Bur little bootes it, to record he was, 
To be1s onely that which Men reſpeR, 
Go poore Craeclia wander by the ſhore 
And ſee the watcrsraging Billowes ſwell; 
And beatewith fury gaintt the craggy reckes, 
To that compare thy ſtrong tempeſtuous gricte. 
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| The Tyagedy : 
Which fiercely ragethin thy feedle heart, 

Sorrow ſhuts v5 the paſſage of thy breath: 

And dries the teares thatpitty faine would ſhed, 

This onely therefore this will ill crie, 

Let Pope; le although Cornelia die. > 7 


Enter Ceſar Cleopatra, Dolobella, Lord andothers 


Cz/: Thy ſad complaints fayre Lady cannot chuſe; 
But mooue a heart though made of e 4damarrt, 
And draw to yeeld vnto thy powerfull plaint, 
I will replant thee in the -E£g:prian Throne - | 
And allchy wrongs ſhall {/ars vallor right, 
Ile pullthy crowne from the vſurpers head, 
And makethe Conquered Ptolomey to ſtoope, 
And feare by force to wrong a mayden Queene. 
(leo, Looke as the Earth at her greatloues approch, 
Whea goulden treſled fayre Hipperions Sonne 
With thoſe life- lending beames lalutes his Spouſe, 
Doth then caſt of her moorning widdowes weeds, | 
And calleth hcr handmayde,forth her flowery fayre, 


Tocloth her in the beauty of the ſpring, ; 
And of fayre primroſes,and ſweet violets, | 
To make gay Garlonds for to crowne her head. | 


So hath your preſence ,welcome and fayre ſight, 
That glads the world,comforts poore -E Sipts Queene, | 
Who begs for ſuccor of that conquering hand, | | 
That as /ozes Scepter this our warld doth ſway. 
Dolo. Who would refuſe to ayde lo fayre a Queene. . 
Lord, Baſe bee the mind,that for ſo ſweet afayre, 
Would not aduenture more then Perſexs did, | 
When as he freed thefaire Andromeda. | 
C2/ar.O how thoſe louely Tyranizing eyes, 
The Graces beautious habitation, | 
Where ſ{weetdeſire,dartes woundring ſhafts of ioue : | 
Conſumemy hcart with iaward burning heate, 
Notonely «/£z#pr but all {fr ica, | ha 
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of Ialius Cafar; 
Will I ſubjeQ to {Teopatracgname. | | 
Thy rule ſhall tretch fromvnknowne Zanziber, w-”, 
Vnto thoſe Sandes where high ercCed-poaſtes. 
Of great Alcidesdovp hold Kin name, 
The ſunne burnt Indians,from the eaſt ſhall bring: 
Their pretious ſtore of pure refined gould, 
Thelaboring wortme ſhall weaue the Africketwilte, 
And to exceed the pompe of Per/ian Queene, 
The Sea ſhall pay the tribute ot his pearles, 
For to adorne thy goulden yellow lockes, 
Which in their curled knots,my thoughts do hold, 
Thoughtes captiud to thy beauties conquering poyyer, 

eto,” 1 marueyle not at that which fables tell, * 
How ramſht He/{e» moued the angry Greeks, 
| To vndertakeeleuen yeares tedious ſcege, 
To re-obtaynea beauty ſo diuine, 


I onely craue that what m 0 SI RO 

Thar] ſhoyldioynily withiny brotherraighes 
But How ſweetthofe words droptfromt pic hbnty lips 

Which whiltthe ſpeakes they ſl each other kifſe, - 
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 TheTragey, 
Tocha'e the ying Pompey have Teut, 
Tie great {04z44,and-Egearleas: — | 
And dredeles paſt the toy:1rig Helleſpony, | 
Famons for amorous; Leanders death: 
And naw by gentle Fortunes ſo am bleſt, 
Asto behold whatmazed thougzhtes admirce: 
Heartens wonder, Nacures and Earths Ornament, 
And gaze vpanthelſe firy ſun-bright eyes: -- 071 
The Heauenly ſpheares which Loue and Beauty mooue,; 
Theſe Cheekes where Lillyes and red-roſes {triwe, 
For ſouerajgnty,yet bothdo cquall raigne: 
Thedangling tretfes of thy curled haire, :\ / , - 
Nets weaud to cach our frayleand wandringthoughts: 


4 


Thy bea aty {hining.hke proud Phebastace;' iii: 
When Gaxges glittereth with his radiantbeames 

He on his goulden trapped Pi/freyrxides, 

Thac rom their nottrels, dethgmorning blow, . 
Through Heanengj great path-way. pau'd with (fining 
Thou art the fized pole of ny Soulesioy, -. - | (ſtarres} 
Bout which my we thoughts areohicr turn d: \- 
My Cy:thia, whole glory never waynes, 
Guyding the Tide ot mine affetions:  - 

That with the change ofthy.imperious lookes, . 1 - ** 
Dolt make my doubttfuli ioyes toch and-flowe. | - { 
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Cl:o, Might all the deedesthyjhands had ere achig'd, - 
That make thy farre extolled nametoſaund; | ;: -:. | 
From ſun-burnt Eaſt vntothe V Veſtera Iles, 

V Vhich great Neptanus fouldethin his armes, 

It ſhallnot be the leaſt zo ſeat a Maide,; -.... -._ - 

And inchronize her joher natiusrights -- jj. wit el ee 
Lord. V hat necde you ſtand dilputing op your right, 

.Or proving title tothe <Egiptian Crowne: 7 * 

Borneto;beQucene and Empreſle of the world, 

e£1, Onthy pertetionletmeeuer gaze, 

Andeyes now learnetotreadealouersgmazey © - - + 

Heere may yg ſurfer with delicious ſtore, © +} 1- | 


The more you ſec,defire to.looke the mores, 11 (4/1 
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_ of Tulius Caſar. 
Exceeding far eſdbiifaynedBowre, * LE 
Heere ſtaind white LylliesÞpread their branchesfaire, 
Heerelips ſend forth {weete Gilly-flowers ſmell, 
And Damaſck-roſe in her faire cheekes do bud, 
V Vhile beds of Violets ſtill come betweene - 
VVith freſh varyety to pleaſe the eye, [5 
Nor neede theſe flowers the heate of Phebrs beames, 
They cheritht are by vertue of her eyes oh 
O that [ might but enterin this bowre, 
Or once attaine the cropping of the flower . 

Ceſ. Now wend we Lords to Alexandria, 
Fanqont for thoſe wide wondred — w_ 
Whoſe towringtopsdo ſeeme to threat the ſkie,* © 
And make it by oreſeilde ofmy loue : 
Then Paphian Temples and (ytheriar hils, 

And ſacred Gnidas þortnee valle to it, 
A fayrer ſaint then Vexusthere ſhall dwell. 

Antho, Led withthelode-ſtarre of herlookes,I go 
As crazed Bark is to{F'd in trobled Seas, So 
Vacertaineto ariueinwilhed port. 


_ + NET-r- FINIS. 
Enter Diſcord. Flaſhes of fire, 


Anthe. Now (z/ar hath thy flattering Fortune keapt 
Thoſe goldengftts and promiſ'd vitories, 
By farall fignes at Rz#bicon foretould: ' 

Then triumph in thy glorious greateſtpride, 
And boaſt thoucaſt the lucky Die ſo well, _ 
Now let the Triton thatdid found alarme, 

In his ſhrill trump reſound the vifory, | 
ThatHeaven and Earth may Ecco of thy fame: 
Yerthinke in this thy Fortunes Tollity, . 
Though Ceſar be as great as greatmay be, 

Yet Pompey once was euen as great as he, 
And how he rode clad in Setorinsſpoyles: 

And the Sicilian Prrats ouerthrowe, © © 
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ql The Tragtey 
Ruling like Nepoxre inthe mid-land'Seas, 
Who baſelyriowby Land and Seca dorh flie; 
The heauenly Refors proſpcytng wrath, 


YetSea nor Land can ihroud him from this 1ar,, 
O how it ioyes my diſcord thirſting thoughts, 

To ſec them waight,that whilom tlow'd in bliſle. 
To ſec like Baner; unlike quarrels haue. 

And Kaman 6th ane 4 in Rowan blood; - 
For this I left che deepe lnfernall ſhades 

And paſtthe ſad 4vernus vgly tawes, 

Andin the world cam-:I, being Diſcocd hight, 
Diſcord the daughter of the greeſly night. 

To make the-world ahell of plauges and woes, 
Twas I ghat did the fats Aplefling, 4 4 
Betwixt the three [dean goddefles, | 4 
That ſo much blood of Greekes and Troians ſpilt, 
Twas I that cauſed the deadly Thebans warre, 
And made the brothers (well with endleſfc hate. 
And now O Rome,woe,wocgothee I cry - | 
. Whichto the world do bring al miſery. 


_ ACTVS 2. SCENA 4; 


Enter Athillas and Sempronins, 


eLch, Here are weplaced, by Prolomirs command, 


To murther Pompey when he comes 0a ſhore, 
Then braue Sempronins prepare they (elle, 
Toexeccute the charge thouhaſt ni han?, 

Sem, lama Romanegandhaueofienf:rucd, 
Vnder his collours, whea 1a former ſtate, _ -- 
Pompey hath bin tae Generall of the, field, Es 
But cauſe I [ce that now the world is changd: , 
And like wiſe fzele ſomes of King Prolomicis gould, 
Ile kill him-were he twenty Generalls, 

' Andſend himpackiag to his longelt home. _ 
| Imuruell of what mettell was the French .uan made. 
Who win he (hould haue ſtabbed. If irins, 
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of Tulins Ceſar, 


 Fhey ſay he was aſtoruſhed: with beloobes | { 
ACNE had I beene there,thouneere hadſi liu'd 


To brag thee of thy ſeaven Conſulſhips. 


Achil, Brauely fol 'd,Noble Sempronics, 


The dawnedſt villaine thaterel heard ſpeake: 
But great men ſ{bll muſt have ſuch inſtruments, 
To bong about their purpoſe,whichoncedonne, 
The deede they loue,but do the doerbatc:' 
Thou ſhaltno lefie(flour Rr meye)betenownd, 


For being Por es Deathſ-man,then was he, 


T hat fir'd the faire. :£giption Goddeſle Church. 
Sem, Nay that's al one,teport ſay wharſhebft, 

T's. for no ſhadowes Ladienturerfor: 

Heere arc the Crownes, kicere/are the-wor diy. 20ods, 

This betweene Prince#doth contention being ; 


' Brothers this ſets at eds, turnesloverto hate,- 


It makes the Sonne to withhisFather hang'd. ./ _ 


* That he thereby might reue}] with his bagges 


And did Fknaweithatin my Mothers womb, 
There lark'd a hidder-yame of Sacred: gould, 
This hand,this ſword,ſhould rape andrrip.it out. -- 
» hilt, Com; aflion would thatgreedineſlereſtraine, 
Sem.-1that's .myfault,l amto compefltonate, 
Why man,art thoua ſouldier'and-doſtralke: 
Of womaniſh pity and compaſſion? - .': - 
Menseyes thuſtmil-ſtanes drop, when foatesdhrd te rrares 
But ſoſt hceres \Pompeyile: about my worke : : | 4 
\. Enter Pompey. 
Pore. Fruſling vpon King Prolomeys Pee d $0 
And hoping ſuccor,lamcometo ſhore: + - 
In Egipt heere awhileto make:aboade..' | 
Sem, Fayth longer, Pompey then thou doſt expe 
Per. See now worlds Monarchs, whom yourRtate makes 
That thinke your Honors to be permanent, (_ 
Ot Fertunes change ſec hcere apreſident, 
Who whilom did command, now muſt intreate 
And fue for that which to accept of late, 


Vutothe giver was | thought fortunate. | 
C S- : Ser, 


TheT ragedy 
S-11, [pray thesPorbjcydonot ſpend thy breath, 
In reckning vp thefd tifles how, - 
Which thy ambitiongrac'd thee with Before 2. 
I muſt confellethou wert my Generall, 
But that cannot availe to ſaue thy life. 
Talke of thy Fortune while thou hſt, 
There is thy forturie Pompey in my aft; 

Pos. O you that know whathight ofhonor meanes, 
Wharttis for merithat tulfed m fortuneslap, ' + 
Haueclim1 the heigheſt top of ſoueraignety. - 

From all thar Demphe! becaſthed-longdowne, 

You may conceatie what Pompr5 doth ſuſtayne, 

I was not wont to walke thus all alone, - 

But to be meryith rroopes of Horſe and Men. 

With playes andpageantsto be entertaynd, 

A courtly traynein royall rich aray,; 

With ſpangled plames,thatdauncedin the a | 
Mounted on fteeds,with braue Capariſons eck,. Þ 
That in their gates'did ſeemeto'ſcornetheEarth,, 
Was wont my 7 intertaytiment beauticfie;- - 
Butno y thy comming'is inimeaner fort, | 1 
They by thy fortune wiltthy welcom rate. > 

Sem,” Whatdoſt thou for ſuch entertaynement looke, 
Pompey how ere thy comming hetherbee, | 
Thaue prouided for thy goinghence | 

ecbs/-L wit draw neere;andwith fayre pleafing hem, 
Wellcome great Pompey as the Sen doth © '! + 
The wandering ſhipman with her charming o ſong. 

Pom. Othow it greeues a noble hauty mind, 

Framed vpin honors vncontrou!edſchoole, -. : 
To ſerue and ſue,whoe erſt did ruleand ſway) 
What ſhall I 2oe and {toopeto Prolonmey,: 
Nought to a noblemind more orecfe can bring 
Then be a begger where thou wert a King, 

eAch. Weilcomea ſhore molt great and 'gratious pennce 
Welcome to e£grpt and to Prolemey,. | 
The King my Mailter is at hand my Lord, 

To gratulate your ſafe w——__ heere.” 


Sem, 
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25 | of Tulias Ca/ar, 
Sem, Thisis the King,and here is the;,Gentleman; 
Which muſt thy comming gratulateanon, /,, ,  _ 
Pom. Thanks worthy Lord vato your King and you, 
It itoyes memuch that in extremity, | 
Tfound fo ſurea friend as Prolomey, X 
Sem. Nowisthe date of thy proud life expird, 
To which my poniard wuſt a tull poyntputy 
Pompey from Ptoloppey 1 come to thee, . | 
From whome a preſantand aguiftl bring, | 
This is the gift and this my meflageits Stab him 
Por, O Villaine thou haſt ſlayne thy Generall, 
And with thy baſe hand gar d my royal heart, 
Well I hatte bued till tothatheight I came, 
Thar all the world did tremble at my name, 


* My greatnefle then by fortune being ennicd, 


Stabd by a martherous villaynes hand.I died. | 
ech, What is he dead, then ſtraight cut of his head, 
That whilom mounted with ambitions wings: _ ...,. > 
(ſar no'doubt with praiſe and noblethanks, .,...: 
Regarding wellthis welldeſcrued deede, |. |. + - 
Whome weele preſent with this moſt pleaſing gift, . 

Sem. Loc you my maiſters,hee that kills butone, _ 
Is ſtraight a Villaine and a murtherer cald, ., _ 
But they that vſe to ki, men, by the great,. me 3k 
And thouſanges ſlay. through their ambjnon, .. Ne =. 
They arebraue champions,and Rout warriors cald,. 
Tis like that he that itcales a rotten ſheepe 
That in a dickywould ele have caft his hide, 
He fer his labour hath the halrars hier, 
But Kings WASTE 0% 4 of the warld;: 
By letter pattens rob both Sea:and Land. 
Do not then Pompey of thy murther plaine, 
Since thy ambirion halfe the world hath ſlayne, - . 


AGTYS. 8.::41.$CENA 2 . 
.* Enter Cornelidl:io 1114 
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3h 1 TheTraprly © 

| Or if thatneedes they muſt be waſhtin blood, 
Imbruec them heere;heere ini Cornelias breft, = 
Ay mee-as I'ftood looking from the'Shp +. 
(Accurſed ſhippe that did not finke and drowne: 
Aad ſo haue ſau'd me from foloa:h'd a fight) 
Thee to beho!d what did betide my Lord, 

My Pompey deere(nor Pompey now nor Lord) 

I {awe thoſe villaines thatbut now were heere: 
Bucher my loue and then with yiolenice, 

F$ To drawe his deare beloued Body hence; 

E-- What doft thou ſtand to playtheOratrix, 

| And tell a tale of thy deere huſ bands death? _ 

8 Doth Pompey, doth thy loue moue thee no more? 
' 

| 
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Go curſed Cornetiarent thy wretched haire, | 
Drowne blobred cheekes in ſeas of ſalteſt teares. Q 
Andif,it be true that ſorrowesfeeling powre, 

| Could turne poore N:obe into a weeping ſtone 

O let mee weepe a like,and like ſtone be, | 

l And you poore lights; that ſaive this tragick fight, 

| Be blind and punmih'd with cternall night, 

Vnhappy long to ſpeake,bee neare fo bould + 

Since that thou this ſo heauy tale haſt tould. 

Theſe are but womamiſh exclamations 

Light ſorrowe makes ſuch lamentations, - - 

Pompey,no words my true griefe'can declare, 

T his for thy Toue ſhalbe my beſtywelfare. Stab her ſelfe, 


ACT. 2. SCE..3. 
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| | Ceſar. There ſterne AchillarandiFortyninglics 
| | Traytorgiis Sempronins and proud Prolomey, 

| Go plead your cauſefore the angty Khatalarr, . 

|  Andeel him why you baſely:P-pixflew. 
AndJet your guilty blood appeaſe his Ghoſt, 
” NE}; oth he Sends: {mama ROD G 
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| | of Inlins Ceſar. 
Vawotthy ſacrifice to quitehis worth, 
For Pompey thoughthou wert mitgecnemy, . | 
And yayne ambition moud vstothis ſtrifez 
Yet now in death when ſtrife and enuy ceaſe. 
Thy princely vertues and thy noble minde, 
' Moucmeto rue thy vndeſerued death, 
That found a greater daunger then it fled; 
Vnhapy man to ſcape ſo many wars, 
And to protradthy glorious day ſo long, 
Here for to periſhin a barbarous ſoyle, 
And end liues date ſtabd by a Baſtards hand, 
But yet with honour ſhaltthoube Intomb'd, 
' Iwillenbalme thy body with wy teares, 
And putthy aſhesin an Vrme of gold, 
And build with marble adeſerucd grave. 
Whoſe worth indeede a'Tewple ought to haue, 
Dols,See how compaſſion drawes foorth Princely teares 
And Vertue weepes her enennes funeral), 
So ſorrowed the mighty «Lecxanger, 
When Beſs hand cauſid-Darizs to dic. 
eAvt. Theſe greeued ſorrowing Princes do with me, 
| Toyntly agreein Contrariety,, 
| Alacke we mourne,greeued isour mind alike, 
Our eate is diſcontented, heauy ourlookes, 
Our ſorrowes all a like,but diſhke cauſe. 
| Theirfoe1s their grifes cauſer which my friend, 
| Iris theloſle of onethat makes them wayle, 
But I,chat one thereis a cruell one, 
Do wayle and greeue and vnregarded mone. 
Fayre beames caſt forth from theſe diſmayfu!l eyes, 
Chaine my poore heart,in loue and ſorrowes gives, 
Cleo, Forget ſweete Prince theſe ſad perlexcd thoughts, 
Withdraw thy mind 1nclowdy diſcontent, 
And with e/£giptianpleaſuresfteed thine eyes, 
Wilt thou be hould the Sepulchers of Kings, 
' And Monuments thatſpeake the workemens prayle? 
| Hebring thee to Great Alexanders Tombe, 
| Where he,whome all the world could not ſuffice, 
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In bare ſix foote of Earth, intombed lies, = 
And thew thee aff the coſt and curious art, * 
Which either {7-ops or our Memphis boaſtt 

- Would you command a banquitin the Court, 
Ie bring you to a Royall goulden bowre, 
Fayrer then that wherein great /ove doth Gt, + 
And hcaucs vp boles of Nefar to his Queere, 
A ſtately Pallace, whofe fayre doble gates: 
Are wrought with garniſhd Carued Noey, 
Arid ſtately pillars of pure bullion framd. 
With Orienc Pearles and Indian ſtones imbolt,, 
With golden Roofes that gliſter like the Suane,' 
Shalbe prepard to,entertarnemy Louc: | | 
Or wilt thou ſee our :Acadermrick-Schooles, 
Or heare our Pcicftsto reaſorr of the ſtarres, 
Hence Plats echt his deepe Prilolophy: 
And heere in Heanenly knowledg bs exccll, 

Antho; More then moſt faire, another Heatten to me, 
T he ſtarres where on Ile gaze ſhalbe thy face, 
Thy morall deedes myfweetePiiloſophy, 
Uenxs the, muſe whoſcayde I muſt implorez 


ww > 


Oletmeprofit in this ſtudy beſt, + --- 

For Bcauties ſchollerTamnow. prefect; & 
Lord. See how tivs faire Emiptian Sorceres, : 

Enchantes theſe Noble wazriars man-likemindes, 

And melts their hearts in-loue and. wantones. 
Ce/. Moſt glorious Queene,whole cheerefull ſmiling 

Expell theſe cloudes that ouer .caſt my minde, (words): 

Ceſar will toy in Clcopatrarioy., | | | 

And thanks bis tame no whit diſparaged, 

To change his armes, and:dead!y founding droms, 

For loucs ſwzete Laies,and Lydian harmony, 

And tow hang vptheſe Idle inflrumen's, © 

My warlike ſpeare and vncontrouled creſl: 

My mortal! wounding (word and-filuer ſhield; 

And rok aby EnaLencels beare the brunt, 

Of p:acefull warrcs and amarous Alarmes: 

Why. Afar humlclte his bloudy rage alayd, 


_ 


Dallying, | | 
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Dallying in Y-»s bed hath often playd, 

And great Alcides,when he did returne: 

From Inos taſkes, and Nemean vifories, 

From monſters fel!, and Ncmear toyles: 

 Repoled hiofelfe in Detarirararmes. _ 

Heere will Ipicch the pillars oſmy fame, 

 Heere the #9n vitte of my labors write; . |. 

And with theſe Checkes of Roſes, lockes of Gold, 
End my les date, aud travayles manifould. | 

Dots. How many lets do hinder vertuaus nunde:., 

From the purſuit of honours due rewatd, 

Be fid es Caribdis,and fell Scy/ias (pight: 

More dangerous Circe and Calip/ſoesr cup, 

Then pleafant gardens of Alcionns: 

And thouſand ſets voluptiouſnelle doth offer, | 
| Cef. Twill regard no more theſe murtherous ſpoyles, 
And bloudy truumphs that Llik'd of late: £1} 
But in loves pleaſures ſpend my wanton dayes, 
Ilemake thee garlondes of ſweete ſmelling flowers, 
And with faire roſall Chaplets crewnethy head, 

The purple Hyacinth of Phebrs Land: 

Freſh Amarimthns that doth never die, 

And faire Narcifſns deere reſpendent ſhoars, 

And Violets of Daffadillesſo ſweete, 

Shall Beautify che Temples ofmy Loue, 

Whil'{t 1 will \hll gaze on thy beautionseyes, 

And with Ambtoſcan ki{lesbath thy Cheekes, 

C/co, Come now faire Prince,and feaſt thee in our Courts 
Where libe:all Ceres,and Liwms far, | 
Sha!lpowre their plenty forth and fruitfull ſtore, 

T he ſparkling liquor ſhall ore-flow his bankes: 
And cHereelearne to bring torth pleaſant wine, 
Fruitfull Ara4:a,and the furthell Ind, 
Shall ſpend their treaſuries of Spicery, 
VVith Nardus Coranets weele ginrd our heads: 
And al the while melodious warblitig notes, | 
Paſling the ſeauen-fould harmonyiof Heavens ” 
Shall ſcemetorauſhourenchanted thoughts; / 
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Thus is the feate of vnkinde Pro/omey, © 
Changed by thee to feaſt in folity: p 

Anthos, O how mine eares ſuck vp her heaven! y words, 
The wlul'ſt mine eyes do prey vpon her face: 

Ceſ. Winde wethen Anthony with this Royal! Queene, 
This day wcele fpend'in mirth and banqueting; * - 

Antho. Had I Queene, Iances heard-mans hundred cles, 
To gaze ypon thele two bright Sunnes ofhirs: 
Yetwould they all be blinded inſtantly. = 

Cef...V Vhat hath-ſome Melancholy diſcontent; 
Ore-come thy minde with trobled paſſions. 

At. Yet being blinded with the Sunny beames, 
Her beauties pleaſi ng colours would reſtore, 
Decayed fight with freſh? variety. 

Lord. Lord Asthony what meanes this trobled mindey 
Ceſar inwites thee to theroyall feaft; 
That faire Queene Cleopatra hath prepard, 

Atho, Pardon me worthy'Ceſar and you Lords, 
In not attending your moſt gratious ſpeech 
Thoughts of my: y-Country,and returne to-Rome, 
Som-what diſtempered my buſy head. 

Ce, Let no ſuch thoughts diſtemper now thy minde, 
This day to Bacchar will wee confecrate, 
And indeepe goblets of the pureſt wine, 

Drinke healths vato our ſeuerall friends at home. 
Avztho, If of my Country or of Rome 1 thought, 
Twas that neuer merit for to come there, b- 
But ſpend my life in this {weete paradiſe. © = Frenut, 


ACT. 2. SCE. 4. 


Enter (icero, Brutus Caſca,Camber,T reboniur, 


y 
It 


Cice. Moſtprudentheads,that with your councels wiſe, 
Thepillars'of the mighty Rome ſuſtaine, 
Youlſce hoy ciuill broyles hauc torne our ſtate: 
And pruate ſtrife bath wroughta publique wo, = 
Theſſaliaboaſts that ſhe hath ſcene our fall, 4 
And 


of Tuliys Ceſar. 

And Rome thatw#hilom wont to Tiranize, | 
And in the necks of all the world hath rang d, 
Loofing her rule, toſerue is now conſtraynd, 
Pompey the hopeandſtay of Common-weale, 
V 'Vhoſe vertues promil*d Row? ſecurity 
Now flics diſtreft,difcotſolate;fortorne, 
Reproch of Fortune, andthe viRorsſcorne, . — 

Ce/, V Vhat now'isleftfor wretched Rome to hope, | 
Butin laments and bitter future woe, — | 
To wey the downefall '6f her former pridez,. 
Againe Porſetmabrings W721i names... | 
And Rome agaitie doth ſmoke'with tutious flames. 
In Pompeys fall wee all are onerthrowne,' 
And ſubie&t made taconqueror Tirany, 
Bru, 'Moſt Noble {("#tero and you Romaine Peeres, 
Pardonthe author of vnhappynewes;” _ EY 
And themprepareto hearemy tHgick tale, 
VVith that ſame looke;thatSreat Atrides ſtood, 
Atcruell alter ſtaind with Daughters blogd, __ 1 
VVhen Pompey fled purſyin®'C e/ars ſword En 
And thought toſhunhisfollowitigdeſteny, ND 
And thenhegan'to thinks 6n tmany/a friend, | 1 17 
Aad many a one-recalled hee rominde; _ :: | 
Who in his Fortune! pride did leatte their lives, 
And vowed feruice at his princely feete, 
Fromiour the reft,the yong Egiprian King, 
V Vhoſle Father of an Exidbanith'd man 
Heeſeated had in throneof Maieſty , ' 
Him choſe,to whome he did commuthis life, 
(But O, who doth remember good-turnes paſt) 
The Rifing Sunne,not Setting,doth men pleaſe, 
Toill committed'was ſo xrexta truſt, 
Vato ſo baſe a Fortune fuoring minde, 
For he the Conquerors fauor to obtaine, 
By TFreafon caul'd great Pompey to be ſlaine: 

Caſca, Odamned deede, + 

Cam; OTrayterous Prolomey, 

Tre, O moſt vayotthy and vngratefull fate. 
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Cum. What plages may ſerue tocxpiate this alt, 

The rouling ſtone er, cuerturning wheelez 

The quenchles flames of firy Phiegeton, 

Or endles thirſt of which the Poets taike, 

Arca'ltogentle for.fo viide adeede.-  : 
C-/, Well did the (34:1; vnreſpeRted verſe. 


2 # 


Bid thee beware of Crocaditi/y Nite, - + 

Ter. And art thou jn a barbarous ſoylebetrayd, 
Defrawded Pompey of thy funerall-rites, 
There none cquld weepe vponthy funcrallhearſe, 
None could thy Conſulſhipes and trigmphs teil, 
And in thy death (ct fourth thy hving praiſe, + 
None would cre tothee aſepulcher, | | 
Or put thine aſhez1n a pretious vrne,, 

(*ce, Peace Lords lament not noble Pompeyr death, 
Nor thinke him wreched,cauſc be wants a Tombe, - 
Heaucn couers him whome Earth denyes a graue: 
Thinke you a heape of ſtones could himincloſe, 
Whoe1n the Oceans circuite buried 1s, -- | 
And cuery place where Roman names arc heard, - 
The world 15 his grave, where liuing fame doth blaze, 
His funerall praifc through his immortall trump, 
And ore his tombe vertuc and honor fits, 

With rented hcarc and eyes beſpgnt with teares, 

And waile and weepe their deere fonne Pompey death, 
Bru, Butnow my Loids for to augment this griefe, 

Ce/ar the S-nates deadly enimie; er, 

Ames cketo vs,and meanesto tryumph heere, 

Vpon poore conquered Rowe and conmon wealth, 
C2/, This was the end at which he alwayes aymd, 
Tre. Then end all hope of Romines hberty, 

Riſe noble Romarre,riſc om rotten Tombes, -- 

And with your ſwordes recoucr that againe: 

Wich your brauc prowes won,aur baſenes loſt, 

Gic. Renowned Lords contentyourtrobled minds, 
Do not ad Fuel! to the conquerors fier. - ;.- - AD (ev 
Which once inflamed will borne both Rome and yss  - > 
Ceſar although of high afpiring thoughtes, '' -- {> -- * 
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of lulius Cefar. 
And wncontrould ambitious Maieſty, ' 
Yet is of nature faire and courteous, © © 
You ſcehbet commeth-conqueror of the Eaftz 
Clad inthe ſpoyles of the Phar/alian fieldes, 
Then wee vnable torefilt ſuch powre: 
By gentlc peace and mecke fubmifſion, | 
Muſt ſecke to pacity the viftors wrath. Baeunt, 


ACT4:: SCE.S. 
Enter Cats S:niar,and Cato Innnor, 


f Ct.$-y. My Sonne thou ſeeſt howeall are ouerthrowne, 
Thac ſought their Countries free-dome to maintaine, 
Epipe forlakes vs,Pompe found his graue, 

VVhere hee moſt ſuccor did expeto haue: 

Sc:p-e 18 overthrowne and with his haplesfal), . 

AFrick to vs doth formet ayde Gevay, 

O who will helpe men. in-aduerfity : 

Yetktvs ſhewe in ourdeclining 7 AR p 

That ſtrength of minde,that vertues conſtarcy, 

That erſt xe did in our felicity, 

Though Fortune fayles vs ers not fayle our ſelues, 
Remember boy thou art a Rewarne borne, 

And ( atoesSonne, of me do vertuelearne; 

Fo: tuneof others, aboue althings ſee 

Thou prize thy Countries iloue and liberty, 

All bleſſings Fathers to thei) Sonnes can with 

Heauens powreon thee, and now my ſonne with-drawe 
Thy ſelfe a while and ieaue me to my booke, 

Car. 15. What meancs my Father by this ſolemne leaue? 
Fuſthe rcmembred me of my Fortunes change, 
And then more earneſtly; did me ex*orr 
To Counrriesloue,and conſtancy o' minde,. 
Then he was wont:{cm-whatsthe cauſe, 
Eut what lknowe not, Olicarelfeare, 

His to coutagious heart that cannot beare 
The thrall bf Kewe and. triumph ot his foe, 
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By his owne hand threaes dyngerao hisdife;- 1112 1 1 7, | 
How cre tbe at hand I will abidey:;::. \ SETS TC £55 Y 
VVayting the ent of this that ſhal betide;- - Ex, 'v 7 

+. Cato Senior with a hooks in his haul 

({ ato Sen. Plato that promiſed immortality,.. --* F 
Doth make my ſoulggeſolue it ſelfeto mount, : 
Vato the bowre of thoſe Celeſtiallioes, i : J. 
V Vhere freed from lothed Priſon of my ſoule, 
In heauenly notes to Phebus which ſhall ns; 
And Pear lo, Peas loudely ring. | 
Then fayle not hand to exectite this deede, 
Nor faintnor heartfor to command my hand, 
VVauernot mindc to counſel this refolue, -- 
Bat with a courage and thy lines laſt a&, f:3 . 
Now dol giue thee Rowe my laſt farewell. 
Who cauſe thou feareſt ill do therefore die, 
O talke not naw of Caz»a: ouerthrowe, 
Andrazeoutof thy laſting Kalenders, © © FO1es 
Thoſe bloudy ſonges of Hilias diſmall fight? | | 
And note with black, that black and'curſled day, 
When {ſar conquered in Phar/alia, 
Yet willnotl his conqueſt glorific:- * 
My ouerthrow ſhall neere histriumph grace, _ | 
For by my death tothe world Ile make that knowne, | 
No hand could conquer Cato but his owne, fabs hins/elf. 

Enter Cats Iunior running to him. 

Ca.14an, O this it was.my minde told me before, 
VVoat meanes my Father,why with naked blade, 
Dolt thou aſlault, that fauhfull princely hand: 
And mak'ſt the baſe Earth to drinke thy Noble bloud, 
Bee not more fterne,and crue]l'gainſt thy ſelfe, 
Then thy moſt hateful enemies would be, 
No Parthian,Gaule,IMoore,no not Ceſar lelte, 


VVould with ſuch cruelty thy worth. repay, 


O ſtay thy hand, giue me thy fatall blade: 
VVhich turnes hizedze and wax:th bluntto wound, 

A breſt ſo fraught with vertue excelent, 
CarSeni, VV by doſtthoulet me'of my firmereſolue, | 
| Vnkinde 
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, of ulins Cafar. 
Vnkinde boy hinderer of thy Fathersioy, 
Why doſt thou ſlay me, or wilt thon betray 
Thy Fathers lifc vnto his foe-mens hands, 
And yetI wrong thy faith,and loue too much, 
In thy foules kindenefle,tis thou art vnkinde. 
C./an. Iffor your felfe you do this life reic, 
Yet youyour Sonnes and Countries: ſake refpeR, 
R5b not my yong yeares of ſo ſweete a ſtay, 
Nor take from Rome the Pillor of her ſtrength, 
Car.Sexe, Although I dieyyet do 1 leaue behinde, 
My vertues fauor to bee thy youths guide: 
Bur for my Country,could my life it profat, 
Nenotrefuſe to live that died for it, | 
Now doth but one ſmal ſnuffe of breath remaine: 
And that to keepe, ſhould ! mine Honor ſtaine? 
Ct. Jari. Where you do ſtrive to ſhew your vere moſt, 
There more you do diſgrace it Cowards vic, 
To ſhun the woes and trobles of this life : _ 
Baſely to the to deaths ſafe lanuary, 
When conſtant vertues doth the hotteſt brunt's, 
Of grietes allaultes vnto the end endure, | 
Ca.S:»i, Thy words preuaile ,comelift me vp my Son, 
And call ſome help to bindemy bleeding wounds, 
C.1«x;. Father [ go with a more willing minde, 
Then did -/£E»eas when from Trojan fire, 


He bare his Father, and did ſo reſtore: 


T he greateſt gift hee had received before. Exit; 
Car.Seri. Now havel freed mee of that hurtfull Loue, 
Which interrupted my refolued will, 
Which all the world can never ſtay nor change: 
Ceſar whoſe rule commands both Sea and Land, 
I; not of powre to hinder this weake hand, 
And time ſucceeding ſhall behold that I 
Although not live, yet died courragiouſly, fab himſclfe. 
"Enter Cato IJumor, _T 
Ca,1#n:.O haſt thouthus to thine owne harme deceiu'd me 
Well Iperceiue thy Noble dauntles heart: 
Becaulcit would not bearethe CO —_ fg 
C 
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Vſcd on it felfe this crue!l violence, 
I know not whether I ſhould more lament, 
That by thine o-vne hand thou thus ſlaughtred art, 
Oc Joy that thou ſo nobly didſt depart, Exit, 


FINIS.ACTVS, 2. 
Enter Diſcord. 


Dif. Now Ce/ar rides triumphantly throughRowe, 
And deckes the Capitoll with Porzpeys ſpoyle: 
Ambition now doth vertues ſcar vſurp, 

Thea thou Reuengfuil great «L4daſtriaQueene. 

Awake with horror of thy 4ubbinz Dcumm, 

Aad call the ſnaky furies from below, 

Todalh the loy of their triumphiag pride, - 

Erinmis kindle now thy Srivian brands, 

In diſcontented Þrut«:; boyling breſt, 

Let C2/ar dic a bleeding ſacrifice, 

Vato the Soule ofthy dead Conntry Rome, 

= ſl:epeſt thou Caſiu-2wakethee from:thy dreame: 
And yet thou nauzht doſt dreame but blood and death. 
For dreadtull viſtons do afrigh: thy ſleepe. 

And howling Ghoſis with gaſtly horrors cry, 

By C2//is hand muſt wicked Q2ſar dic, 

Now Rom: caſt of thy gauly paintcd robes 

And cloth thy ſelfe in ſable colored weedes, 

Change thy vaine triumphs into funerail pomps, 

And Ceſar cait thy Laurell crowne apart, . 

And bind thy temples with ſad Cypres tree, 

Of warrs thus peace inſues,of peace mare harmes, 
Thenerſt was wrought by tragick wars alarmes, FZExiz. 


ACT. » SOT x. 
Enter Ca ſſin hs 


Cz. Harke how C2/ari-ms with reſounding ſhoutes, 
Tell heaucus of their pompes and viRories, 
| Cola 


of Tulius Caſar. 


{e/arthatlong in pleaſures id!e lap, 

And daliance vayne of his Proud Curtezan, 

Had luld his ſterne and bloody thoughts a ſleepe, 
Now in Rome ſtreets oce Remarnes come to triumph, 
And to the Romains ſhews thoſe Tropheyes ſad, 
Which from the Rewaizeshe with blood did get: 
The Tyrant mounted in his goulden chayre, : 
Rides drawne with milke white palferies in like pride, 
As Phebus from his Orientall gate, 

Mounted vpon the firy Phlegerons backes. 

Comes prauncing fo:th,ſhaking his dewie locks: 

C <ſar thou art in gloryes cheefeſt pride, 

Thy ſonnets mounted in the higheſt poynt: 
Thouplaced art in top of fortunes wheele, 

Her whecle mult turne.thy glory mull eclipſeg 

Thy Sunne deſcend and looſe his radianthght, 
Andif none be,whoſe countryesatdentloue, 

And lofle of Roman liberty can moue, 

Ile bethe man thar ſhall this taske performe. 

Cafſizs hath yowed it todcad Pompey: ſoule, 

Caſſtus hath yowed it to afflited Rome, | 
Caſſia hath vowed it,witnes Heauen and Earth, Exd 


ACTVS 3. - SCENA 2: 
Enter Ceſar, Anteny,Dolol ella, Lords,two Romames,& others 


| ON 
Ceſar Nor hauel ſhaked of theſe wemaniſtylinkes, 

I n which my captiud thoughts were chayned a fore, 
By that fayre chatmir.g Circes wounding look, 

And now ke that fame ten yeares trauayler,;* 

Leaving be-hind me all my troblespalt. 

I come awayted with attending fame, 

Who through her ſhrill triump doth my name reſoundy 
And makes proud Ther and Lygwrian Poe, 

{Yet a ſad witner of the Sunne-Godslofle,) 

Beare my names glory to the Ocean mayne, 
Which tothe worlds end _ it bound itagaing a 
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 Asfrom Phegiran Helds the King of Gods, 
Writh conquering ſpoy!e3 and Trophexsproud returnd, 
When great 73phexs tell by thundering darts, 
| And rod away with their Czleſtiall troops, 
iþ In greateit pride through Heavens [ſmooth paued way, 
| | $5 ſhall the Pompeous 2lory ol my traine, 
| Daring to match ould $.1tr»; kingly Sonne, 
| Call downetheſe gouldenlampes tromthe bright skie, 
| And leaue Heauen blind,my greatnes to admure, 
|| This ſaurell garland in fayre conqueſt made, 
[| Sha'l ſtayne the pride of --£-4a4zes crowne, 
Clad in the beauty of my glorious lampes, 
( aſiopealeaue thy (tarry chayre, 
| And onmy Sun-bright Chariot wheels attend, 
[i Which in triumphing pompe doth Ce2/ar beare, 
x To Earths aſtoniſhment, and amaze of Heauen: 
| Now looke proude Rome from thy ſeuen-fould ſeate, 
[| And ſce the world thy ſubicR,at thy feete, 
And (ar ruling ouer all the world, 
Dolo. Now let vs ceaſe to boalt of Romule, 
Firſt author of high Rowe and Rom3aines name. 
Norcalke of S:aur«us, worthy Africans, 
The ſcurge of Z:b:4,and of Carthage pride, 
| Nor of vaconquered Pal; dauntles minde, 
| Since Ceſar: glory them exceedes as farre 

$ - As ſhining Ph-be doth the dimmeſtſtarre, 

Ant. Likeas the Ship-man that hath loſt the Rarre. 
; By whichhis doubtfull ſhip he did direQ, 
| Wanders indarkenes,and1n Cloudy night, 

£4 So hauing loſt my ſtarr,my Gouerneſle, 

| Waich did dire me, with her Sonne- bright ray, 

In greefe I wander and in-lad diſmay: 

And though oftriumphes and of victoryes, 

7 I dothe out-ward fignes and'Trophies beare, - | 
: Yet ſee min: inward mind vader thatface, 
| Whoſe collours to theſe Triumpies is diſgrace, 

4 Lord, As waentrom vanquiſhed Macedon, 

Triunphing ore King Per fur oucrthrow, 


Conquering 


of lulins C2/ar, 


Conquering e-£melins,in great glory came. 
Shiewing the worlds ſpoyles which he had bereft, 
From the ſucceſlors ot great Alexander, 

With ſuch high pomp.yea greater viories, 

( </ar triumphing coras into fayre Rome, 

I. Roma. Inthis ene Champion allis comprehended, 
Which anciert times in ſeuerall men commended, 
eAMcides ſtrength, Achilles dauntles heart, 

Great ®hillips Sonne by magnanimity, 

Sterne Pyrbxs vallour,and great Heftors might, 
And all the prowes,that ether Greece orTrey, 
Brought forth in that ſame tent years Trorans warre. 

2. Rom. Faire Rome great monument of Rommnl/us. 
Thou mighty ſeate of conſuls and of Kings: 
Ouer- victorious now Earths Conquerer, 
Welcome thy valiant ſonne thatto thee brings, 
Spoyles of the world,and exquies of Kings, 

Ceſar, The conquering {luc of immortall 7owe, 
Which in the Per ſian ſpoyles firſt fetch his fame, 
Then through x7y4aſps:,and the ( aſpian waucs, 
Vntothe ſea vaknowne his praiſe did propagate, 
Muſt to my glery vayle his conquering creſt; 

The Ly4ick Sands,and Africk S:rts hee paſt. 
Batlrians and Zogdiansknowne but by their names, 
Waereby his armesreliftles, powers ſubdued, 

And Ganges ſtreamies congeald with Indian blood, 
Could not tranſeport his burthen to the ſca. 
But theſe nere !erne@ at AZars his games to play, 
Nor toſt theſe bloody bals,of dread and death: 
Arar and proud Saramraſpeaks my praiſe, 

Rohdans ſhrill Tritens through their braſen trumpes, 
Ecco my fame againſt the Ga/lian Towers, 

And /5: wept toſec her daughter Thames. 
Chainge her cleere criſtall,to vermilian ſad, 

The big bond German,and Heluetianſtout, ? 
Which wel! haue learned to tolle a tusked ſpeare, 
And well can curte a noble ſtomackt horſe, 


Can Ceſar: vallour witnes to their greete xs 
| | 


TheTragedy 


Tabathemighty Africk Potentate, 
That with his cole-black N-groes to the field, 
Backt with Numan and Getulian hore, 
H ith fei: the purfſance of a: Roman word, 
1 entred + 4/2 with my banners ſpred, 
Diſplayed the -£g'e on the Euxin fea: 
By /a/on {ir{t, and ventrous Arg cut, 

And in the rou gh C:merian Beſphorux 
A heauy witneffe of Pharnaces flight, 
And now am com: to triumph heere in Rowe, 
V Vith greater glocy then ere Romaine did. Exennt, 

Sound drums and Trumpets amaine, 
Enter Anthony, 

Avtho, Alastheſe triuumphes mooue not me at all, 
But only do renew remembrance ſad, 
Ot her trumphing and imperivus lookes,” 
V Vhich is the Saint and Idoll of my thoughtes: 
Firſt was wounded by herpercing eye: 
Next priſoner tanc by her captiuing ſpecch, 
And now ſhee triumphes ore my conquered heart, 
In Cxpias Chariot ryding in her pride, 
And feades me captiuc bounde in Beauties bondes? 
Cez/arslip-loue, that neuer touch d his keart, 
By preſent eriumph and the abſent fire, 
Is now waxt could ; but mine that was more deepe, 
Tngrauen in the marble of my breſt, 
Nor time nor Fortune crecan raze it out. 

Enter Authones bonns gems, \ 

Gen, Anthony, baſe femall Anthony, 
Thou womans ſouldiar,fir for nighcs aſ[aults, 
Haſt thou ſo loone forgot the diſcipline, 
And wilſometaſkes thy youth was trayned to, 
Thy ſoft downe Pillow, was a helme of {tcele: 
The could damp earth,a bed to eaſc thy toyle, 
Afriztcd ſlumbers were thy golden ſleepes: 
Hunger and thirſt thy ſweeteſt delicates, 
Sterne horror,gzaſtly woundes.pale greeſly deaths 
Thy winde depreſing pleaſures and delights, 


And 


— 


of Talius Ceſar. 


And now ſo ſoone hath on enchanted face; 
Theſe manly Jabours lu!d in drowſy ſleepe: 
The Gods( whoſe es. ob heere do ſtand } 
Will notthen drowne thy fame in !dlenefle; 
Yet muſt Phi/ipps ſee thy high exploytes, 
And all the world ring of thy ViRories, 
Antho, Say what thou art, that in this dreadful ſort 
Forbidd'ſt me of uy Cleepatrasloue. 
Gen. ]am thy bcnus Genins, Anthony, 
VVich tothy duleares this do prophecy: 
That fatall face which now doth ſo bewitch thee, 
Like to that vaine vnconſtant Greckiſh dame, 
V V hich made the ately 1/;an towres to ſmoke, 
Shall thouſand bleeding Romain: lay one ground: 
Hymen infable tot m ſafcron robes, 
Inſtead of reundes ſhall doletull dirges finge, 
For nuptiall tapers,thall the furies beare, 
Biew-burning torches to increaſe yourfeare: 
The bride-grooms {cull ſhal make the bridal bondes: 
And hel-borne hags ſhall dance an Antick round, 
V Vhile Hecate Hymen(heu,heu ) Hymen cries, 
And now methinkes I ſee the ſeas blew face: 
Hidden with ſhippes,and now the trumpets ſound, 
And weake Careprs withtheeZele {triues, 
Neptune amazed at this dreadful] fight: 
Cals blew ſea Gods for to behold the fight, 
Glaucus and Panopea, Proteus ould, 
VVao now for feate changeth his wonted ſhape, 
Tirus your yaine love which with delight begunne: 
Inldie ſp-rt ſhall end with bloud and ſhame, Exit, 
An:ho, VVhat waft my Genizs that mee threatned thuse. 
T ey ſay that from our birth he doth preſeruc: 
And on mee will he powre theſe miſeries? 
V Vhat burning torches, what alarums of warre, 
VVhat ſhames did he to my loues propheſie? 
O no hee comes as winged Mercnrie, 
From his great Father /oue,t Anchiſe: ſonne 
Fo warne him leaue the wanton dalliance, 


Ta, 


TheTrageay 
And charming pleaſures of the Tyr5an Court, 
Then wake the Avh9ouy from this idle dreame, 
Caſt of theſe baſe effeminate pation: | 
Waich melt the courrage of thy manlike mitle, 
And with thy ſword recciue thy ſleeping praiſe. Exir, 


AGT. 3. SC. 3. . 
Euter Bratas, 


Bru, How long in baſe ignoblepaticnee, 
Shall Ibchold my Countries wotull fall, 
O you brave Remarxs,and among ſt the reſt 
Moſt Noble Bratus faire befall your ſoules: 
Let Peace and Fame your Honored graues awaitez 
Who through ſuch perils,and ſuch tedious warres, 
Won your greatlabors priſe ſweete liberty, | 
But wee that with our life did freedoms take, 
Anddid no ſooner Men,then fice-men, breath: 
To looſe it now continuing {o long, 
And with ſuch lawes,ſuch vowes,tuch othes coafirm'd 
Can nothing but diſgrace and ſhameexpeR: 
But ſoft what ſee T written on my ſeate, 
O vianars Brute vineres. 
What mecaneth this, thy conrage dead, 
But ſlay,reade forward , Pruts mortuns es, 
I thou att dead indeed, thy courrage dead 
Thy care and loue thy deareſt Couniry dead, 
Thy wented {ſpirit and Noble ſtomack dead. 
| Emer Caſſius. 
Caſs, The times drawe neere by gratious heauens 
When Ph:/ips Sonne mult fall in Babilon, (aſlignd) 
Tn his triumphing proud perſumption: -f 


But ſee where melancholy Brutus walles, 


Whole minde is hamm:ring on no meane conceit; 

Then found him Cafines feohow hee isinclined, 

How fares young Braz«-1n thistottering ſtate, 
Bre. Even as anidle gazer,that bcholdes, 


of Inlins Cafar. 


Hi: Countries wrackes and cannot ſuccor bring. 

( aſſt. Bitwil Brute alwaics in this dreame remaine, 
And not bee mooued with his Countries mone. 

Bru, OthatI mightin Lerhes cndles ſleepe, 

And neere awaking pleaſant reft of death 
Cloſe vp mine eyes,that Ino more might ſee, 
Poore Rowes diſtreſle and Countries miſery, 

Ci, No Brat: liuve,and wake thy fleepy minde, 

Stirre vp thoſe dying prom of honors fire, 

_ VVhichinthy gentle breaſt weare wontto flame: 

See how poore Rome opprelt with Countries wronges, 
Implores thine ayde,that bred theeto that end, 

Thy kin{-mans ſoule from heauen commandes thine aide: 
Thatlaſtly muſt by thee receiuc his end, 

Then purchas honor by a glorious death, 

Or live renown'd by ending Ceſar: life. 

Br#, Ican no longer beare the Tirants pridg, 
I cannot heare my Country crie for ayde, ' 
And not bee mooued with her pitious mone, 
Brurasthy {oule ſhall never more complaine: 
Tnat from thy linage and moſt vertuous ftock, 
A baſtard weakedegenerat branch is borne, 
For to diſtaine the honor of thy houſe. | 
No more ſhall now the Romazns call me dead, 
I'e live agaiftie and rowze my i[cepy thoughts? 
And with the Tirants death begin this life. 
Pome now I come to rearethy ſtates decayed, | 
VVhen or this hand ſhall cure thy fatall wound, 

Or el{ethis heart by bleeding onthe ground. | 
Cz/. Now heauen1 ſec applaudes this enterpriſe, 
And Rhadamanth into the fatall Vrne, 
Thatlotheth death, haththruſt the Tirants name, 
Ceſar the life that thou in bloud haſt led: Rey 
Shall heape a bloudy vengance on thine head, Exenm. 


F ACT. 
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ACT:is. SCE 


Enter C/ar 2 1mhbory Dulobella, Lords, ard athers, 


C27. Now fervile Pharthiaproud in Romaine ſpoile , 
Shai pay her ranfome vnto {4/arsGhoſt: 
Wrich vareuenged roues by the Stygian ſtrond, 
Exclaming on our flegsith negligence, 
Leaueto Jament braue Rox2ans,loe Icome, 


_ Lixeto the God of battell, mad withrage, 


To gi their riters with vermilion red: 

Ue fall Ar-zentians playnes and Median hils, 

Wrih ca:ik1ſes of ba#ard Sc:thian broode, 

And there proud Princes will I bring to Rome, 

Chained in fetters to my charriot wheeles: 

Defire of fame and hope of [weete reueng, 

Which in my breſt hath kindled ſucha flame, 

As nor Exphrates,nor ſweet Tybers ſtreame, 

Can quench or ſlack this feruent boyling heate* 

Theſe conquering ſouldiers that haue followed me, 

From vanquiiht France to fun-burnt Aeroe, 

Matching the beſt of 4/exanders troopes, 

Shall with their lookes put Parthian foes to flight, 

And makethem wiſe turne their deceitfull lookes, | 
Avwt.The reſtleſle mind that harbors ſorrowing thoughts, 

And is with child ofnoble enterpriſe, 

Doth neuer ceaſe from honors toileſome taske, 

Till it bringes forth Erernall gloryes broode. 

So you fayre braunch of vertues great diſcent, 

Now hawng finiſh'd Ciuill warres ſad broyles, 

Intend by Parthian triumphes to enlarge, 

Your contryes limits, and your owne renowne, 

But cauſe in $:4://es ciuill writs we finde, 

None buta King that conqueſt can atchiue, . 

Both for to crowne your deedes with due reward, 

And as.auſpicious lignes of vitorye. 

Wee here preſent you with this Diadem, 


Zord,And cuen as kings were baniſh'd Royer hugh ago ; 
uſe 


of Iulius Cafar. 
Cauſc their baſe vice,her honour did deſtayne, 
So to your rule doth ſhee ſubmit her (elfe, 
That herrenowne there by might brighter ſhine, 
( </ar,Why thinke rounds that tis ambitions ſpur, 
That pricketh C/ar totheſeWpgh attempts, 
Or hope of Crownes,or thought of Diadems, 
That made me wade hep Nan perilous deepe, 
Vertue vnto it ſelfe a ſhure reward, 
My labours all ſhall haue a pleaſing doome, 
If you but Iudge | will deſerue of Rome: = 
Did thofe old Remarnes ſuffer ſo much ill? 
Such tedious ſeeges, ſuch enduring warrs? 
T arquinius hates,and great Por/ennas th eats, 
Tobantſh proude imperious tyrants rule? 
And ſha!l my everdarinig thoughts contend 
To marre what they have brought to happy end: 
Or thinke you cauſe my Fortunc hath expeld, 
My friends,come let vsmarch in tolity, 
Ile triumph Monarke-like ore conquering Reme, 
Or end my conqueſts with my countryes ſpoyles, 
Delo. O noble Princely relolution. 
Theſe or not victoryes that we ſo call, IPA 
That onely blood and murtherous ſpoyles can vaunt- 
But this ſhalbe thy viory brave Prince, | 
That thou haſt conquered thy owne clming thoughts, 
And withthy vertue beat ambition downe, 
And this noleſle inblazon ſhall thy fame. 
Then thoſe great deeds and chiualrous attempts, 
That made thee conquerorin Theſſalia, 
ent, This noble mind and Pincely modeſty, 
Which in contempt of honours brightnes ſhines, 
Makes vs to wiſh the morefor ſuch a Prince, 
Whoſe vertue not ambition won that praiſe, 
Nor ſhall wethinke itloſle of liberty. 
Or Romaine liberty any way impeached, 
For to ſubie& vs to his Princely rule, . 
Whoſe $6 ny fayre vertueandtrue honor guides 


Vouchſafe then to accept this grains Crowne, 
| a 
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A gift not equall to thy dignity. - 
Cy. Content you Lordes for I wilbe no King, 

An odious name vnto the Roym2gine care, 

_ Ce/ar lam,and wilbe Cage" 4 
No other title ſhall my ForMnes grace: 
Which I will make a name of higher ſtate 
Then Monarch,King or worldes great Potentate. 
Of /one1n Heauen, (hall rnled bee the kie, 
The Earth of Ce/ar,with like Maicſty, 
This 1s the Scepter that my crowne ſhall beare, 
And this the golden diadem lle weare, 
A farre more rich and royall ornament , 
Thenal! the Crownes that the proud Perfan gaue? 
Forward my Lordes let Frumpets ſound our march, 
And drums ſtrike vp. Reuenges ſad alarms, 
Prthia we'come with like incenſed heate, 
As great A*rides with the angry Greckes, 
Marchung in fury to pale walls of Troy, 


ACT: 7. 
4 Enter Caſſiur Brutus, Trebonius,Cumber Caſcas 


Tre. Braue Lords whoſe forward reſolution, 
Shewes you deſcended from true Romaine line, 
Sec how old Rome in winter ofher age, 
Reioyſeth in ſuch Princely budding hopes, 

No leſfle then once ſhein Decins vertue did, 

Or great CamillesSringing back of ſpoyles, 
On then brave Lords of this attempt begun, 
Tae ſacred Senate doth commend the deede : 
Your Countries loue incites you to the deed, 
Vertue her {elfe makes warrant of the deed, 
Then Noble Remtns as you have begun: 
Neuer deſiſt vatill this deede be done. 

C2/3. To thee Reueng doth Caſſizs kneele him downe. 
Thou that brings quiet to perplexed ſoules, 
And bornein Hel,yet harboreſt heauens ioyes, 
| Whoſe 


of Ialius Ceſar. 

Whoſe fanor ſlaughter is, and dandling death, 
Bloud-thirſty pleaſures and miſ boding bliſle: 
Brought forth of Fury,nurſe of cankered Hate, 
To drowne.in woe the pleaſures of the world, 
Thou ſhaltno more in duſ kiſh Erebas: 
And darkeſome hell obſcure thy Deity, - 
Inſteede of loye thou ſhalt my Godelle bee, 
T'o thee faxre Temples Caſſizs will ercR; 
And on thine akter built of Parian ſtone 
Whole Hecatombs will l offer vp. 
Laugh gentle Godefſe on my bould attempt, 
Yetin thy laughter letpale meager death; 
Bee wrapt in wrinkels of thy murthering ſpoyles. 

Bru, Another Targqainis to bee expeld, 
An other Br:tzs lines to at the deede : 
Tis not one nation that this Tarqum wronges, 
Al Romeis ſtayn'd with his yarul'd defires, 
Shee whoſe imperiall ſcepter was invr'd: 
To conquer Kings and to controul the world, : 
Cannot abate the glory of her ſtate , 


| To yeeld or bowe to one mans proud deſires: 


Sweete Country Rowe here Brutus vowes to thee, 

Tolooſe his life or elſe to ſet thee free; - 
Caf; Shame bee his ſhare that dothhis life ſo prize, 

That to Rewes weale it would not ſacrihze, 

My Poniardes point ſhall pearce his heart as deepe', 

As earſt his {\worde Rowe: bleeding (ide did goarc: 

And change his garments to the purple _ 

With whichour bloud had ſftaynd fad Theſſaly, '' 
Ci, Heedoth refuſe the title ofa King, *' 

But wee do ſce hee dotk-vſurp the thing, el 
Tre. Our anctent freedome hee empeacheth more, © | 

Then ever King or Tyrantdid before. | 
Ca/. The Senators by him arequitediſgrac'd; ' 

Rome,Romans,Cuty,Freedomegal) defac'd. 
Caſ{z. We come not Lords, as vnrelolued men, 

For te ſhewe cauſes of the deed decreed, 


This ſhall diſputefor mee and tell him why, gr 
_ Thus 
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This heart, hand,minde,hath mark'd him out to die: 
If it be true that furies quench-lesthurſt, | 
Is pleaſ'd with quaffing of ambitious bloud, 
Then all you deuills whet my Pontiards point, 
And I wil broach you a bloud-ſvcking heart: 


Which full of bloud,muſt bloud ſtore to you yecld, 


Were it a pezrce to flint or marble ſtone: 

Why ſo it is for Ce/arshearr's a ſtone, ; 

Els would bee mooued with my Countries mone, 

They fay you furies inſtigate mens mindes, 

And puſh their armes to finniſh. bloudy decedes; 

Prick then mine Elbo:goade my bloudy hand, | 
That it may goare (e/ars ambitious heart, Exennt, 


ACTVS 3. SCENA 6. 
Enter ( «ſar, Calphurnias 


(/. Why thinkes my loue to fright me with her dreames? 
Shall bug-beares feare Ceſars ele heart, 
Whome 'Pompeys Fortune neuer could amaze, 
Nor the French horſe, nor Harritanian boe, 
And now ſhall yaine illuſions mee affright: 
Or ſhadowes daunt, whom ſubſtance could not quell? 

Ca/phur, O deateſt Ce/ar,haſt thou ſcene thy felte, 
(As troubled dreames to me did faine thee ſeene:) 
Torne, Wounded, Maymed, Blod-flaughtered,Slaine, 
© thou thy felte,wouldf then haue dread thy felfe: 
And feard tothrult thy life to dangers mouth. 

Cz/. There you bewray the folly of your dreame, 
For I am well,alive, vacaught, vatoucht. 

Cahhur,T'was in the Senate-houle I ſawe thee ſo, 
And yet thou dreadles thither necdes will go. 

Cef, The Senate is a place of peace, not death, 
But theſe were butdeluding viſions, 

C/phwur, O do not (et fo little by the heauensz 
Dreames ar diuine,men ſay they come from love, 
Beware betimes,and bee not wile to late: 


Mens 


of lalius Ceſar. 
Meng good indeuours change the wills of Fate: 

C2. Weepe not faire loue,let not thy wofull teares 
Bode mee, Iknowe what thou wouldeſt not haue to hap 
Ir will diflaine mine honor wonne io fight 
To ſay a wemans dreame could me aftright, 

Cal, O Cz/ar no diſhonour canſt thou get, 

In ſeeking to preuent vnlucky chance; £ 
Foole-hardy men do runne vpon their death, | 
Bec thou 1n this perſwaded by thy wife: 
No vallour bids thee caſt away thy life, - 
Cef. Tis daſtard cowardize and childiſh feare, 
To dread thoſe dangers that do not appeare: 
Cal. Thou mult fad chance by fore-caſt,wiſe refiſt, 
Or being done ſay boote-les had I wilt. 
C2f. But for to teare wher's no ſuſpition, 
Will to my greatneſle be derifion, 

C27. There lurkes an adderin the greenelt graſle, 
Daungers of purpoſe alwayes hide their face: 

Co; Perfſwadeno more Ceſar's relolu'd togo. 

Cu/, The Heauens refolue thathee may ſafe recturne, 
For if ovght happen tomy loue but well: 

His danger ſhaibe doubled with my death. Exn, 
Enter Augur. 
Aagar, 1,come they are,but yet they arc not gon. 
Ce/, What haſt thou ſacrifiz'd,as cuſtome 1s, 
Before wee enter in the Senat-koufe. 

Augur. O ſtay thoſe ſteeps thatleade thee to thy death, 
The angry heauens withthreeatning dire aſpeR , 
Boding miſchance,and balfuil matlacers, 
Menace the overthrowe of Ce/ars powre: 

Satwrne fits frownins on the God of Warre, 

V Vho in their ſad coniunttion do confprre, 
Vaiting both their bale full influences, 

To heape miſchance,and danger to thy life: 
The Sacrificing beaſt is heart-les found: | 
Sad ghaftly fightes,and rayſed Ghoſtes appeare, 
Wivch fillthe ſ1ient woods, with groning cries: 
The hoarſe Night-rauen tunes the chearles voyce, 
And call; the bale-full Owle,ind howling Doge , 4 
&0 


The Trageay 
To make aconſart.In whoſe ſad ſong is this, ' * * _. + 
N :ereis the oucrthrow of:Ceſars blitle. © Ex. 
Car. The world is ſetto fray mee from my wits, 
H-ers hatteles Sacrifice and viſions, 
Howlinge and cryes,and gaſtly grones of Ghoſts, 
Soft C2/ar do not make a mockerv, | 
Of theſe Prodigious fignes ſent from the Heavens, 
Calpharniac Dre ame lumping which Azgurs words, 
Shew (:f thou markeſt it Ce/ar) cauſe to feare: 


. 


This day the Senate there ſhalbe diflolued, 


And Ile returne to my Ca/phnrnia home, One gines him 
What haſt thou heare that thou preſents vs with, 4 paper, 
Pre, Athing my Lord that doth concerne your life. 

Which loue to you and hate ofſuch a deed, 
Makes me reueale vnto your excellence, Ceſar laughse 
Smileſt thou,or think'ſt thou it ſome ildetoy, 
Thout frowne a non to read ſo many names, | 
That htaue confpird and ſworne thy bloody death, Ex. 
Enter Caſſtas, 
C4/ſizs, Now muſt I come,and with cloſe ſubtile girdes, 
Deceaue the prey that Ile deuoure anon, 
My Lord the Sacred Senate doth expect, 
Your royall preſence in Powpeins court: 
Ceſar. Caſſins they tell me that ſome daungers nigh. 
And death pretended in the Senate houſe. R 
Cf, What danger or what wrong can be, 
Where harmelcs grauitic and vertue fits, 
Tis paſt all daunger preſent death it 1s, 
Nor is it wrong torender due deſert. 
To feare the $:nators without a cauſe, : 
Will bee a cauſe why thcile be to be feared, 
(ſa, The Senate ſtayes for me in Pompey: court, 


| And (ars hcere,and dares not goe to them, - 


Packe hence all dread -of danger and of death, - 


What muſtbe'muſt bez C2/ars preſt for all, 


Cafſi, Now haue I ſent him hcadlong to his ende, 
Vengance and death awayting at his heeles,. | 
C:/ar thy like now hangeth on a twine, 


"wha, 


*; Butlives heeſtil],yer doth the Tyrant breath? 


of Tulius Caſir. 

Which by my Poniard muſt bee cutin twaine, ,. 

Thy chaire of ſtate now turn'd isto thy Beere, - 

Thy Princely robes to make thy winding ſheetee 

The Senators the Mourners ore the Hearſe, 

And Pompey: Court,thy dreadfull graue ſhalbe. | 

| | Senators crie all at once. | 

Onmes Hold downe the Tyrantſtab him tothe death; 
Ca2f3. Nowdoth the muſick play and this theſong 

That Ca/ſius heart hath thirſted for ſolong: 

And now my Poniard in this mazing ſound, 

Muſt ſtrike chattouch that mult his life confound. 

Stab on,ſtab on,thus ſhould your Poniards play, 

Aloud deepe note vpon this trembling Kay, fab him, 
Buco. Bucolian ſends thee this, fab him, 
Cz», And Cumber this. | flab him; 
Caf. Take this fro Caſca for to quite Romer wronges. . 

Cy. Why murtherous villaines know you who you ſtrike 

Tis Czfar,C2/ar,whom your Poniards pierce: 

Ce/ar whoſe name might well afright fich {laues: 

O Heauens that ſee and hate this haynovs _ 

And thou Immortall Toxe thatJdle holde 

Dcluding Thunder in thy faynting hand, 

Why ſtay ſtthy dreadful doome , and doſt with-hold, 

Thy three-fork'd engine to revenge my death: 

But if my plaintes the Heaucns cannot mooue, 

Then blackeſt hell and P/zto bee thou iudge: 

Yougreeſly daughters of the cheereles night, 

| Whole hearts,nor praicr nor pitty,ere could lend, 
Leauethe black dungeon of your Cao: deepe: 

Come and with flawing brandes into the world, 

Reuenge,and death, bringe ſcated in yout eyes: 

And plauge theſe villaynes for their trecheries,-. 

Emer Bruins. . 
. Bra, Thaue held A»thony with a vaine diſcourſe, 
. The whilſt the deed $ in execution, 


* 
& 
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Chalinging Heaven's with his blaſphemics, 
Heere B7r#1#5 maket}h a paſlage for thy Soule, _s 
'- 
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The Tragecy 
Toplead thy cauſefor them who ayde thou crauef?,] 
(\, What Brutus to?nay nay,then let me dic, 
Nothing worn: deeper theningratitude, 
Brz, [bloody Ceſar, «ſar, Brutns too, | 
Doth gecue thee this, and this to quite Komes wrongs, 
Caſſizs, O had the Tyranthad as many liues, 
As that fell Hydra borne in Lerna lake, | 
That heareT (HI might ſtab and ſabing kill, » 
Till that more lives might bee extinquiſhed, 
Then his ambition, R-mzes Slaughtered. . 
Tre. Howheauens haue iuttly on the authors head, 
Returnd the-guiltles blood which he hath ſhed, 
And Pompey,he who caufed thy Tragedy, 
Here breathles lics before thy Noble Statue, | 
Enter Anthony. 
eLrth, What cryes of death reſound within my cares, 
Whome I doelce great Ceſar buchered thus? 
What (aid I great? I Ce/ar thou waſt great, 
But O that greatnes was that brought thy death: 
O vaiuſt Heauens,(if Heavens at all there be, ) 
Since vertues wronges makes queſtion of your poers, 
How could your ſtarry eyes this ſhame behold, 
Hoy could the ſunge ſec this and not eclipze? 
Fayre bud of fam: il! cropt before thy time: 
What Hyrcan tygar,or wild fauaze bore, | 
(For he more heard then Bore or Tyger was,) 1 
Durſt do fo vile and execrate a deede, 
Could notthoſe eyes fo full of maieſty, 
Nor prieſthood ( o notthus to bee prophand} 
Nor yet the reuercnce to this Ck lace, 
Nor flowinz eloquence ofthy *%.9 | 01/4 
Nor name made famous throuzh im-nortali merit, 
Deter thoſe mirtherors from'ſo vyd a deed? 
Sweete friend accept theſe oblequies of mine, 
Which heare with teares I doe voto thy hearle, 
And thou being placed among the ſhining ſtarrs. 
Shalt downe from Hzaucn behold / 1atdeepe reueng, 


of Iulins Caſa. 
I willinfli& vpon themurtherers, Exir with Caſarin his 
armes « 
_ FINIS, AQ. 3. 


Enter Diſcord. 


Dif. Brutustheu haſt what long deſirehath ſought, 
Ceſar Lyes weltring in his purple Goare, EE: 
Thouartthe author of Remesliberty, 

Proud in thy murthering hand and bloody knife, 

Yet thinke Ofariar and fterne efnthory, 

Cannot let paſle this murther vnreuenged, 

Theſſalia once againe muſt ſee your blood, : 
And Romgne drommes muſt ſtrike vp new alaromes 
Harke how Bellona ſhakes her angry lance: 

And enue clothed in her crimſon weed, 

Me thinkes I ſee the fiery {bields toclaſh, - 

Eagle gainſt Eagle, Rowe gainſt Rome to fight, 
Phillips, C2/ar , quittance mult thy wronges, 
Whereas that hand ſhall ſtab that trayterous heart, 
That durſt encourage it to worke thy death, 

T hus from thine aſhes Cz/ar doth ariſe 

As from edeas haples (catered teeth; 
New flamesof wars,and new outragious broyles, 
Now ſmile -£marhiathat cuen in thy top, 

Romes vittory and pride ſhalbe entombd, 

And thoſe great conquerors of the vanquiſhed earth, 
Shall with their ſwords come there to dig their grauess 


ACTVS.z. SCENA. 7. 
Enter Oct ax1iaw. 


Ota. Mourne gentle Heauens for you haucloft your joy. 
Mourne greeued, earth thy ornamentis gon, 
Mourne Rome in greatthy Father is deccaſcd: 
Mourne thou Ofaxiar, thou it is muſt mourne, 
Mourne tor thy Vncle who 2 deadand gon. 
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Mourne for thy Father to vngently ſlaine, 

Mourhe for thy F:iend whome thy miſhap hathloſt, 

For Father, Y.nkell,Friend,gvo make thy mone, 

Who all did ttue,who all did dic in one, 

But keere | vow theſe blacke and ſable weeds, 

The outward fignes of inward heauines, 

Shall ohanged;be crelong to crimſen hew, 

And thisToft raiment to acoate of [teele, 

C2/ar,no moreT heare the morncfull ſongs. 

The tagick pomp ot his fad excquies, 

And deadly burning torches are at hand, 

I mutt accompanythemornetulltroope: 

And ſacryhce my feares'to the Gods below, Pre. 
Entgxs, Geſars Hearſe (calphurnia Octanian,» Athon Y”, 
( icero, Dolobellagtio Romaynes, mourners, 

Calp, Setdowne thehearſe and let { a/pharniaweepe, 
Weepetorher Lorg:and bath his Wounds in teares: 
Fearc of the woxld,and onely hopeof Rome, | 
Thou whileſt onleditwas Calpharnia ioye, 

And being dead my, 1oyes are dead with thee: 
 Heredoth my carc;antl comfortreſting lie: 
Let them accompany thy mournefu'l hearſe. 

(ice, This 1s the hearſe of vertueand renowne, 
Here ſtroe red ro{$s and fwecte violets: © 
And lawrel] garlands for to crowne his fame, 

The Princely weede of mighty conquerors: 
Theſe warthles obſequies poore Rome beſtowes, 


* z 


Vpon thy ſacred aſhes and deare hearſes* '* + 
I, R9m, Andasatokenof thy lining praife, 
And fame immortall cake this laurel wreath, - 
Which witnefſerh thy name ſhall neuer die: 
And with this take the Loue and teares of Row7, 
For on'thy tombe (hall ſtill engrauen.be, . F-nty 
Thy tolte; her griefe,thy deathes,her pittying thee, ...._. : 
Dole, Vnwilling db come to pay this debt, i] 
Thoughnot vamillins for to crowne deſert, : 
O how much rather had I this beſtoived, 
On theereturning from foes ouerthrow, 
$21::0!) 


When 


rt 


of Tulius Ceſar, 


When liuing vertue did require ſuch meede, 
Thentor to crowne thy vertue being dead, 
Lord, Thoſe wreaths that in thy life our corn queſts crowned 
Ard our fayre trjumphes beauty glorified, 
Now in thy death do ſerve thy hearſe to adorne, 
For { «/ar-liuing vertues to bee crowned, 
Not to be wept as buried vnder grownd, 

2.Rc, Thou whileſt thou lucd(t wast faire vertues flowre 
Crowned with eternall honor and renowne, 
To thee being dead, F/ora both crownes and flowers, 
(T he cheefeſt yertues of our mother earth,) 
Doth gjue to gratulate thy noble hearſe, 
Let then they ſoule dwine vouechſafe to take, 
Theſe worthles obſequics our loue doth make. 

Calp. AllthatI am is but deſpaire and greefe, 
This all I gue to Cclebrate thy death, 
What funerall pomp of riches and of pelfe, 
Do you expe&t?Calphxrnia giues her ſelfe,. 
Ast, Youthat to Ceſar iuſtly did decree 

Honors divine and ſacred renerence: + 
And oft him grac'd with titles welldeſerued, 
Of Countries Father,ſtay of Common wealth, 
And that which neuer any bare betore, 
Inviolate, Holy,Conſecrate,Vantucht. 
Doe ſee this friend of Rome,this Contryes Father, 
This Sonne of laſting fame and e ndles praile, 
And in a morcall trunke,mmortall vertue 
Slaughtered,profan'd,and bucherd like a beaſt, 
By trayterous handes,and damned Paracides: 
Recounte thoſe deedes and ſee what he hath don, 
Subdued thoſe nations which three hundred yeares. 
Remaynd vaconqueres;{tl! affliting Rowe, 
And recompen(; a the firy Capitol], 
With many Citties vnto aſhes burnt: 
And this reward theſe thankes you render him: 
Here lyes hz dead to whome you owe your lives: - 
By you this ſlaughtered body bleedes againe, 


Which oft for you hath bled m fearctull fight, 6's 
G 3 Sweete 


We . 


pa. _ 
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Sweete woundes in which Iee diſtreſſed Romz, 
From her pearc'd ſides to powre forth ſtreames of bloud, 
Bee you a witnefle of my ſad Souls griefe: 
An: of my teares which wounded h-art doth blecde, 
Not ſych as vſe from womanith eyes proceede. 

Oz, And were the deede moſt worthy and vablamed, 
Yet you vaworthely did do the ſame: 
Who being partakers with his enemies, 
By Ce/ar all were ſaued from death and harme, 
And fer the punniſhment you ſhould hauc had, 
You were prefer'd to Princely dignities: 
Rulers and Lordes of Prouinces were you made, 
Thus thanke-les men hee did preferre of nought, 
That by their hands his murther mightbe wrought, 

el at once except Aathony and Oflanian, 

Omzacs. Revenge, Revenge vponthe murtherers, 

«1h, Brave Lords this iyorthy reſolution ſhewes, 
Your deereſt lou-,and great attc&ion 
V Vhichto this ſlaughtered Prince you alwaies bare, 
And may like bloudy chance befall my life; 
If Ibe flick for to revenge his death, 

O#4, Now on my Lords, ths body lets inter: 
Amongeſt the monuments of Xoman Kinges, 
And build a Temple to hiz memory: . : 
Honoring therein his ſacred Deity. Excunt omnes, 


A CT. 4. $0.2: 


Enter Caſſins, 1nd Brutus with an army. 
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Caſſi. Now Romain: proud foe, worlds common enemy, 
In his greateſt hight and chrefeſt Tolle, 
In the Sacred Senate-houſe is done to death: 
Euen as the Conſecrawed Oxe which ſoundes, 
At horny alters.in his dying pride: : 
V Vith flowryleaues and g__ all bedight, 
Stands proudly wayting for the haſted ſtroke: 


Fill hee amazed with the diſmall ſound, 
PP; Falls 


of Tulins Ceſar. 


F.lls to the Earth and ſtaines theholy ground, 
The ſpoyles and riches of the conquered world, 
Are now but idle Tropines of his remb-: 

His laurell gar-!andes do but Crowne his chaire, 
His ſling,his ſin'de,and farall bloudy fprare, 
VVhich hee in battell oft 'gainſt Reze did beare, 
Now ferne for nov2ht but ruſty monuments, 

Bru, So Romulus when proud ambition, 

His former vertue and renowne had ſtayned: 

Did by the Senators receive his end, 

But ſoft what boades T1r4:;nizs haſting ſpeede, 
Enter Titinnins, 

Titin. The ſrantike people and impatient, 

By A»rhonyes exhoiting to revenge: | 
Runne madding throw the bloudy ftreetes of Rowe, 
Crying Reuenge,and murthering they goe, 

All thole that cauſed Cz/ars overthrowe. 

C2//i. The wavering people pytiyng Ceſars death, 
Do rage at vs,who fore to winne their weale: 
Spare notthe danger of our deareſt lines, 

But fince no ſafery Rome for vs affordes: 

Brutus weell haſt vs to our Provinces, 

Iinto Syr-,thou into Aaccedon, 

Where wee will cuſter vp ſuch martiall bandes, 
As ſhall aft ight our following erenves. 

Brz. In Theſſaly weele mecte the Enemy, 

Andin that ground diſtaynd with Pompcys bloud, 
And fruitefull made with Remare maſlaker, | 

V Veele either ſacrifice our guilty foe, \ 
To appeaſe the furies of theſe howling Ghoftes, 

That wander refitles throueh che ſliemy ground 

Or elſethat Theſſaly bee a common Tomber 

To bury thoſe thatfight to infranchize Rome, 

Titin, Prauely reſolu'd,I ſee yong Bratasminde, 
Strengthned with force of vertues ſacred rule: 
Contemneth deatÞ,and ho!des proud chancein ſcorne, 
; Bru, 1that before fcar'd notto do the deede, 
Shall never now repent it being done, 


No 


me ide roman do _ _ 
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No more I Fortun'd,like the Rowan Lord, 

Whole faith brought death yet with immortall fame, 
I kiſle thee hand for doing ſuch a deede: 

And thanke my heart for this ſo Noble thought, 
And bleſſe the Heavens for fauoring my attempts: 
For Noble Rowe,and if thou beeſt not tree, 

YetI haue done what ever lay in mee: 

And worthy friend as both our thoughts conſpired, 
And1oyncd in vnion to performe this deede, 
This acceplable deede to Heavens and Rowe, 

So lets continue in our highreſolue: 

And 2s wee haue with honor thus begunne, 


$0 lets perfiſt, vatill our liues bee done, 


C/5. Thenlet vs go and with our warlike troopes, 
ColleRed from our ſ{euerall Prouinces, 
Make A/i« {ubie to our Conquering armes, 
Brutus thou haſt commanded the 1llirian bandes: 
The feared C-/rs and Zvſ3tanian hore, 
Parthenians pcoud,and Thrsſ{tians borne in warre: 
And Macedon yet proud with our old aftc;, 
With all the flowre of Louely Theſſaly, 


Vnder my warlike collours there ſhall march: 


New come from Syria and from Baditoy, 

The warlike 7:d:,and the ArabianBue, 

The Parthian fighting when hee ſeemes to flic: 

Thoſe conquering Gazls that built their ſeatesin Greece, 


And all the Coſters on the HMirapont, 
ACT. 3. SCE. 1. 
Enter Ceſars Ghoſt. 


Ghs, Outof the horror of thoſe ſhady vaultes, 
Where Centaurs,Harpies,paynes and furies fel] : 
And Gods and Ghoſts and vgly Gorgons dwell, 
My rcltles ſoule comes heeretotell his wronges, 
Hayleto thy walles,thou pride of all the world, 


Thouarttheplace where whilome in my lite. h 
y 


of Inlius Ceſar. 
My ſeatofmqunting honour was erefted, 
And my proud throanethat ſeem'd to check the heauengþ 
But now my pompe and Iare !ayd more lowe, 
With theſe aſofiates of my overthrow, | 
Here ancient Afr and proud Bel/aslyes, 
Ninss the firſt that ſought a Monarches name. 
Atrides fterce with the eEacraes, 
The Greeke Heros,and the Troian flower, 
Blood-thirſting (57#: and the conquering youth: 
That ſought to fetch iis pedegree trom Heauen, 
Sterne Romulns and proud Tarquizins, | 
The mighty $:r:4»s and the Ponticke Kings, 
A lcides and the ſtout, Carthagian Lord, 
T he fatall enemie to t'\c Roman name. 
Ambitions $5//a and fierce Marins, 
And both the Pompejes by me don todeath, 
- Tamthelaſt notleaſt of the ſame crue, 
Looke on my deeds and fay what Ce2ſar was, 
Theſſalia,Egipt, Pontus, Africa, 
Spayne Brittaine, Almany and France, 
Saw many abloody tryall ofmy worth, 
But why doe I my glory thus reſtraine, 
When all the world was but a Charyor, 
Wherein I rode Triumphing in my pride? 
But what auaylesthis tale of what I was? 
Since in my chefeſt hight Br«tzs baſe hand, 
With three and twenty wounds my heartdid goare, 
Give me my ſword and ſhild [le be Reveng'd, 
My morrall wounding ſpeare and goulden Creſt. 
I will diſhorſe my foemen in the fictd, 
Alaſſe poore C2/ar thou a ſhadow art, 
Anayery ſubſtance wanting force and might, 
Then will I goe and crie ypon the world, 
Exclame on Anthonyand Oftautan, 
Which ſeeke through diſcord and diſcentions broyles, 
T'imbrue their weapons ineach others blood, 
Andleaue to execnte my uſt revenge 
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3 heare the drummes and bloody Frumpets ſound, 
O how this fight my greeued ſoule doth wound, 


Enter Anthony, at on dore, Oflanian at 
another with Souldiers, 
Anth, Now martiall friends competitors in armes,. 
You that willfollow A:hoxy to fight, 
Whomse [tately Rowe hath oft her Conſull ſcene, 
Grac'd with cterriall trophes of renowne, 
With Z:41an triumphes and 1:5erian {poyles, 
Who fſcorns ro haue his honour now diſtaind, 


'Or credit blemiſht by a Boyes diſgrace; 


Prepare your dauntles ftomakes to the fight,. 

Where without ſtriking you ſhall ouer come. 
Ota, Fcllowes in war-faire which haue often ſerued,, 

Vnder great Ceſar my dilceafed fier, 

And hauc return'd the conquerors of the world, 

Clad in the Spoyles of all the Orient; 

That will not brooke that any Roman Lord, 

Should iniure mighty 1#/is (ar: ſonne, 

Recall your wonted yallour and theſe hearts, 

That neuerentertaynd-Ignoble thoughts. | ; 

And make my firft warrceefaire and fortunate: = 
Avnt. Stike vp drums, and let your banners flie; 

Thus will we ſetvponthe enemy, 
Gho.Ceaſe Drums to ſtrike, and fould your banners vp, 

Wake not Belle with your trumpets Clange,. 

Nor call enwilling Irs ynto the field: 

See Romaineslee my wounds not yet clol'd vp,. 

The bleeding monuments of Ceſars wronges. 

Haue you fo ſoone for got my life and death? 

My lite wherein Lreard your fortunes vp. 

My death wherein my reared fortune fell, 

My life admur'd and wondred at ofmen? 

My death which ſeem'd vnworthy ro the Gods, 

My lite which heap'd on yon rewards and gitts, 

My death now begges one gift;a juſt reueng, 


An, A Chilly cowld poſteſleth all my Ioyates, 


And 


of Tulins Ceſar, 
And pale wan fearedoth ceaſe my fainting heart, 
Otta, O lee how terrible my Fathers lookes? 
My haire ſtands flifte to ſee his greiſly hue: 
Alafle I deare gotlooke himin the face, 
And words docleaue tomy bemummed Iawess (downe 
Gh0o, For (ſhame weake Anthony throw thy weapons 
Sonne ſheath thy ſword,not now for to be drawne, 
Brutus mult feele the heauy ſtroke thereof: 
But if that needes you will into the field, 
And that warrs cnuie pricks your forward hate. 
To fſlacke your tury with cach others blood, 
Then forward on to your prepared deaths 
Let fad e{/c#o {ound her tearetull rump, 
Reweng arile inlothſome ſable weedes, 
Light-ſhining Treafor:s and vequenc:d Hates, 
Horror and vgly Murther {nigtits blacke chid,) 
Let ſterne 4Zegera on her thundering drum m 
Play gaſtly muſicke to comfort your deathes. 
Banner to banner,foote gainſt foote opoſ'd, | 
Sword againſt ſword,ſhild gainit ſhild,and life to life, 
Let death goeragmnge through your armed rankes, 
And load himſelſe with heapes of murthered men, 
And let Heauens iuſticeſend you all to Hell, 
e1th.Shamſt thou not e-£#thony to draw thy (word, 
On C2/ars Sonne,for ruderaſh youthfull brawles, 
And doitlet paſle their treaſon vnrevenged, 
That Cz/ars iife and glory both did end, 
0a, Shame ofmy ſelfe,and this intended frohe, 
Doth make me teare t' approach his dreadfull fight: 
Forge my ſlacknes to revenge thy wronges, 
Pardon my youth that rafhly was miſlead, 
Through vaine ambition for to doe this deed, 
ho. Yhenioyne yourhands and heare let battle ceaſe, 
Chang feareto Ioy;and warretoſmooth-fac'tPeace. 
O#, Then Father heere in fight of Heauen and thee, 
I give my hand and heart to 4»thory, 
Ant.;Take kewiſc mine,the hand that once was vowd,, 
— To 
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Tobee imbrued in thy luke-warmebloud, 
V Vhich nov ſhall ſtrike in yong Oflanians rights.! 
Gh!, Now lſweare by all the Dicties of Heauen, 
All Gods and powers you do adore and ſerue: 
For to returne my murther on their cruell head, 
Whole trayterous hands my guiltles bloud haue ſhed. 
Ath, Then by the Gods that through the raging waues, 
Brought thee braue 7Tr9ian to old Latinm, 
And great 2:irinas placed now in Heauen: 
By the Gradmus that with (ſhield of Braſle, | 
Defendeſt Rome, by the ouerburning flames 
Of Veſta and Carperian Towers of lows, 
Vowe; Anhoxy ro quite thy worthy d:ath, 
Or in performance looſe his vitall breath, 
Octa, Thelike Oftaxianvowes to Heauenand thee, 
Gho, Then go braue warriors with ſuccesfull hap, 
Fortune ſhall waite vpon your righttull armes, 
And courage ſparkell, from your Princely eyes, 
Dartes of reuenge to daunt your enemies. : 
Aztho. Now with our armies both conioyned in one, 
Weele meete the enemy in Macedon: 
e/Emathian fieldes ſhall change her flowry greene, 
And die proud F/orain a ſadder hew: . 
Siluer Stremonia,whoſefaire Chriſtall waues,i 
Once ſounded great Alciderechoing fame: = 
When as he ſlew that fruitefull headed ſnake, 
Which Z:r-a long-time foſtered in her wombe: 
Shall in more tragick accentes and ſad tunes, 
Eccho the terror of thy diſmal! fight, 
Henszs ſhall fat his barren ficldes with bloud : 
And yellow Ceres ſpring from woundesof men, 
The toylizg huſ band-men in time to come, 
Shall with his harroiv ſtrike on ruſty helmes, | 
And finde, and wonder,at our ſwordes and ſpeares, 
And with his plowe dig vp braue Rewars graues? 


Fitts. A A, 
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ACT. S. SOT. 
Enter Diſcard, 


Di{. The balcfull harveſt ofmy ioy,thy woe 
Gins ripen Brut#s,Heauens commande it fo. 
\ Pale ſad Awernus opes his yawning Tawes, 
Seeking to ſwallow vp thy murtherous ſoule, 
The furies haue phone Gs a feſtiuall: 
And mieane to day to banquet with thy bloud, 
Now Heavens array you in your clowdy weedes: 
Wrap vp the beauty of your glorious lamp, 
 Anddreadfull Chaos, of ſad drery night, 
Thou Sunnethatclimeſt vp to the eaſterne hill: 
And in thy Chariot rides with ſwift ſteedes drawne, 
In thy proud Iollity and radiant glory: ' 
Go back agzaine and hide thee in the lea, 
Darkeneſleto day ſhall cover all the world: 
Let no light ſhine, but whatyour ſwords canfltrike, 
From out their {teely helmes, and fiery ſhildes: 
Furics,and Ghoſts, with your blue-burning lampes, 
In mazing terror ride through Roman rankes: 
With dread pk. thoſe ſtout Champions hearts, 
All ſtysian fiendes now leaue whereas you dwell: 
And come into the world and make it hell. Ny 


Enter Caſſius, Brutur,Titinuins,Cato Tanzor, * 
with an army marching 


Ca/7. Thus far wee march with vnrefifted armes, IE. 
Subduing all that did our powres with-ſtand: | 
Laodiciawhole highreared walles, 

Faire Ly:as waſheth with her filuer wauc: 

And that braue monument of Per/eas fame, 

With 7wrfos vaild to ys her vanting pride, 

Faire Rhodes, weepe tothinke vpon thy fall: | 
H 3 Thou 
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| Thou wert to ſtubberne;elſe thou ſtill had ſtood, 


Inviolateof Caſſws hurtles hand, 

Taat was my nurſe, wherein my youth I drew 
The flowing miik: of Greekiſh eloquence: 
Proud { apa4ociz lawe ber King captiu'd, 
(And Do/abellavaniting in the ſpoyles, 
Oftſlayne Treboxtas)talil as fpringing tree, 
Scated in louely Temper pleaſant ſhades: + 


Whom benteous fpring with bloſloms braue hath deckt, 


And ſweete Fau9a manteled all in greene, 
By winters rage doth looſe lis Howry pride, 
And hath each twigg bar'd by northcerne winds, 
Thus from the conqueſt of proud PaleHrne, 
Hether m trinmph have-wemarch'd along, 
Making our torce-commannding rule to ſtretch, 
From faire Emnphrate; chriſtail Rowing waues 
Vato the Sea which yet weepes /o's death, 
Slayne by great Hercules repenting hand, 
Bru.Of all the places by my ſword ſubdued, 

Pitty of thee poore Zanthas moues me molt; 
Thrife haſt thou ben befceged by thy foe, 
And thriſc to faue thy liberty haſt fele 
The fatall flames of thine owne crucll hand, 
Firſt being beſceg'd by Harpalus the Mede, 
The Geraeperformer ofproud Cyr«s wrath: 
Next when the Macedonian Phillips ſonne, 
Did rayſe his engines gainft thy battered walls, 
Proud Zanthxs that did {corne to bearethe yoaks, 
That all che-world was forced to ſuſtaine, 
Laſt when that I my ſe&lfe did guirt thy walls, 
With troopes of high re{olued Rowan hearts, 
Rather then'thou wouldeſt yeeld to Brotzs ſword, 
Or ſtayne themayden honour of thy Towne, 
Did'ſt ſadly fall as proud Numantia, * 
Scorning to yeeld tocafiquering F-1pios power. 

| Caf. And nowto thee Ph1/lips,are wee come, 
Whoſe fields muſt twiſe feele Roman cruclty, 
And flowing blood ike'to Darceay playnes, 
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When proud Eteocles on his foaming ſicede, 
Rides in his fury through the Argean froopes, 
Now making great «-Eraſtss Siu tum way, [ 
Now beating back 7542s puiſfant might: 
The ground not dry'd fromfad Phar/aliay blood, 
Will now bee turned toa purple lake; 
And bleeding heapes and mangled bodyes ſlayne, 
Shalkmake ſuch hills as ſhall ſurpaſſein height 
The Snowy Aipes and aery Lpenines, . 

TiticA Scout brought word but now that he deſcrydy 
Warlike e Anthonins and young ( 2/arstroopes, 
Marching in fury over Theſſaltian playnes. 

As great Gradinss when in angry moode, 
He driues his chariot downe from heavens top, 
And in his wheels whirleth reveng and death: 
 Heere by Phillpps they, will pich their tents, 
And in theſe fieldes (fatall to Remaanlines ) 
Hazard the fortune of the doubtfull fight, 
Cat,O welcome thou this long expeRted day, 
On which dependeth Remareliberty Fs | 
Now Rome thy freedom hangeth in {uſpence, 
And this the day thai mui allure thy hopes. | 

{ 4f/i. Great lore,and thou Trtonyarn warlke Queertte 
Arm'd with thy amazing deadly Gorgonchead, 
Strenghen our'armes that fight for Roman welth:-.. 
And thou ſterne 11ar:,and Komnlzs thy Sonne,: 
Defend that Citty which-your ſeife begun, 

All heaur-nly powers aſſiſt our righetull armes,. 
And ſend downe filucr winged victory, 
To crowne with Lawrells our triumphant Creſts, . 

Bru, My minde thats trobied in my-vexed fſoule, 
(Oppreſt with forrow and with ſad diiniay,) 
Miſziues me this wilbe a heauy day. | 

Caſſi. Why faynt not now in theſe our laſt extremes, 
This timecranes courage not diſpayring fearc, | 

Tit. Fie,twill diftayne thy former valiant aQs. 

To ſay thou fainteſtnoy in this lai a, 
Bra, My ound is heauy,and I know not why, 


v 
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But cruell fate doth ſommon me to die, 
t Cate,Sweet Brnte,letnotthy words be ominous fignes, 
Ofſo miſ-fortunnate and ſad euent, « 
Heanen ard our Vallour ſhall vs conqueronurs make. - 
Cz//, What Baſtard feare hath taunted our dead hearts, 
Or what vnglorious vnwounted thought, 
Hath changed the vallour of our daunted mindes. - 
What arc our armes growne weaker then they were? 
Cannot this hand that was proud Ceſar death, 
Send all C:/arians headlong that ſame path? 
Looke how our troups in Sun-bright armes do ſhine, 
With vaunting plumes and dreadfull brauery. 
The welbiall feeder do check theiriron bits, 
And with a well grac'd terror ſtrike the ground, 
And keeping times in warres ſad harmony, 
And then hath Brarxs any cauſe to feare, 
My ſelfe like valiant Pe/z#s worthy Sonne, 
The Noblcſt wight that cuer Tro7 beheld, 
Shall ofthe aducrſe troopes ſuch hauock make, 
As ſad Philips ſhall in blood bewayle, 
The cruell maſſacre of Ca//izs ſword, 
And then hath Br=t«s any cauſe to feare? 
Bru. No outward ſhewes of puiſſance or of ſtrength, 
Can helpe a minde diſmayedinwardly, 
Leaue me {weete Lordes a while vato my ſelfe, 
Caſſi. In the meane time take order for the fight, 
DrumsJet your fearcfull mazing thunder playe. 
And with their ſound peirce Heauzns brazen Towers, 
And all the earth fill with like fearcfull noyſe, 
As when that Boreas from his Iron caue. 
With boyſterous furyes Scriuing mm the waues, 
Comes ſwelling forth to meet his bluſtering foe, 
They both doe runne with feerce tempeſtuous rage, 
And heaues vp mountaynes of the watry waues. 
The God O0ceanrs trembleg at the ſtroke, 
Bra. What hatefull turyes vgx my tortured mind? 
What hideous {1ghtes appalle my greeued ſoule, 
As when Oreſtes after mother ſlaine, 


Not 


” of Tulias Caſar. 

Not being yet at Scrthians Alters purged, 
Behould the greefly viſages of fiends, 
And gaſtly furies which did haunthis ſteps, 
Ceſar vpbraues my ſadingratitude,. 
He ſaved my life in ſad Pharſalianfieldes, 
That lin $-»ate hoaſe might worke his death, - 
O this remembrance now doth wound my ſoule, 
More then my poniard did his bleeding heart, 

|  - Enter Ghoſt, | 

Gho. Brutar,ingratcfull Brutus ſecſtthoumeec: 
Anon In field againe thouſhalt me ſee, 

Bre.Stay what ſocrethouart,or fiend below, 
Rayſ\'d from the deepe by inchanters bloody call, 
Or fury ſentfrom Phlegitonticke flames, - 

Or from Cocyizs fortocnd my life, 

Be then egera or Tyſphone, © 

Or of Eaumenides 1ll boading crue, by 
Fly me not now, butend my wretched life, 
Comegreclly meſſenger of ſad miſhap, 
Trample in blood ot him thathates to liue, 
And end my life and ſorrow allatonce. 

Gho. Accurſed traytor damned Homicide, 
Knoweſt thou not me,to whomie ſor forty honors: 
Thou three and twenty Gaſtly wounds didſi giue? 
_ Nog dareno more for to behould the Heauens, 
For they to Day haue defſtyned thine end: 

Nor liftthy eyes vnto'the riſing ſunne, 

That nere ſhalllive forts behouldit ſet, 

Nor looke not down vnto the-Helliſhſhadesy 

T here ſtand thefuryes thurſting for thy blood, 

Flicto the field butif thou thither go'ft, . 

There Anthoajes ſword willpeirce thy trayterous heart, 

Brutus todaiemy blood habe reuenged, 

And for my wrong and vndeſerued death, 

Thy life to thee a torture ſhall become, - 

And thou ſhalt oft rae, ng grones, 

Ot ſlaughtered gen that bitethe 2 ing earth, . " 
: w 
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With that like balefull chcere might thee befall, 
And lecke tor death that flies ſo wretched wight, 
Vnrtillto iÞunnethe tonour of the fight, 
Anddreadfuli vengeance of ſupernall ire, | | 
Thine owne right hand ſhall workemy wiſh'd reueng, 
And ſo a6 ty; _ Heaven and Men. | | 
Bru Stay'Caſar [tay,protract my greife no longer, 
Rip vp my boyells 4 hy hirfting throte, ? 
With pleaſing blood of Ce/ars guilty heart: 
But ſee hee's gon ,and.yonder Murther ſtands 
:c how he poynts his knife vntomy hart. 
Althearauetirtor her murthered Sorine, + 
And wcepes the deed that ſhe her-ſelfe hath done: 
And Meleager would thoulinedſt againe, 
But death mult expiate. {theas come. 
I.death che guerdon thatmy deeds deſerue: 
The drums do thunder forth diſmay and feare, 
And diſmall trumphes ſoundmy fatallknell, 
Furyes I come to meete youall in Hell, | 
| + Emer Catowounded. 
(ato. Bloodles and fayntzCato yeelde vp thy breath; 
Whule ſtrength 3nd vigourin theſearmes.remaynd, 
And made me ableforto wield myſword, is 
So long 1 fought; arid {weet Romefor thy ſake 
Fear'd noteffufion of my blo3d to make. 
But now my ſtrength and life doth fayle at once, 
My vitorleaues my could andfeeble Ioynts, 
And1 my ſad ſouleauſt power forthin blood. 
O vertue whome Phy/o/ophyextols. = 
Thou art noeflence buta naked name, - 
Bond-ſlaue to Forturie;weake,and of no powers 
To-ſuccor them which alwaies honourd thee: 
WitnelTe my Fathers and mine owne ſad death, 
Who for our country ſpent our lateſt breath- 
But oh the chaines of death do hold my toung,. 
Mine eyes wax dim faynt, I faynt,l die. 
O Heauens help Rome 1n this cxtremity. 


Where: 
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_ Caf. Where ſhallI goe totell the ſaddeſt tale; 
hat ere the Rowaye toun g wasforc d to ſpeake, 
Rome 1s ouerthrowne,and a!l that for her fought: 
This Sunne that now hath ſeen ſo many deaths, 
When trom the Sea he heaued his cloudy head, 
Then both the armes full ot hope and feare, 
« Did waite the dreadful! trumpets fatall ſound, 
And ſtraight Revenge from S:yg1ia» bands let looſe, 
Poſlcfſed had all hearts and bamiſhed thence, 
Feare of their children, wife and little home. 
Countryes remembrance,and had quite expeld, 
With laſt departed care of life it ſelfe: 
Anger did ſparkel! from our beautious eyes, | 
Our trembling feare did make our helmes to ſhake, 
The bſchad now puton the riders wrath, 
And with his hoofes did ſtrike the trembling earth, 
When Echalarian ſoundes then both gin meete: 
Both like enraged, and now the duſt gins riſe, 
And Earrh doth emulxte the Heauens cloudes, 
Then yet beutyous was the face of cruell wat: 
And 2oodly terror it might ſeeme to be, EE 
Faire {hieldes,gay ſwords,and goulden creſts did ſhine. 
Theic ſpangled plumes did dance for lolity, - 
As nothing priuy to their Maſters feare, 
But quickly rage and cruell Mars had ſtaynd, 
T his ſhining glory with a ſadder her, © 
A cloud of dartes that darkened Heauens light, _ 
Horror inſteed of beauty did ſuceede. | 
And her bright armes with duſt and blood were foyld: 
Now Lacins tals, heare Druſus takes his end, | 
Here lies Hortenſiss,weltring 11 his goare. | 
 Here,there,and every wheremen fall and die, 
Yet Caſſius ſhew not that thy heart doth fayntz 
| Butto the lait gaſp for Rowarms freedomfight, 
And when ſad death ſhall + thy ANI - Ip 
| oun Cnde . 
Yet boaſtthy life thou did [t or try 495 eds 
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 Taatia the wrinkels of thine angry browes, 


Wraplt dreadFull vengance and pale fright-full death: _ 
Raine downe the bloudy ſnowersof thy reaenge, 


And make our ſwordes the fatall inſtruments, 
To execute thy furious bale- full Ire, 
Letgrim death feafe heron my Lancespoinr, 
Which percing the weake armour of my foes, 


Shall lodge her there within there coward breſtes, 
Dread, horror, venzance, death,and bloudy hate: 
In this {ad fight my murthering ſworde awaite, 


Enter Tv 'innns.. 


Titin, Where may I flie from this accurſed ſoyle, 


Or (hunne the horror of this diſmall day: 


The Heanens are colour'd in mourning ſable weedes, 
The Sunne doth hide his face,and feares to ſee, 


This bloudy confliQ;ad Cataſtrophe, 
Nothing but grones of dying men are heard: 


Nothing but bloud and ſlaughter may bee ſeene 


And death the ſamein ſundry ſhapes arated. 


| Enter Caſſius, 


Caſi, In vaine,itrvaine, O Caſſzes all in vaine, 


Tis Heauen and deſtiny thou ſtriueſt againſt. 


Titin. V Vhat better hope or more accepted tydirges, 


Iſt Noble Cſzsfrom the Battell bringes? 


Caſs. This haples hope that fates decreed haue, 


Philipps fheld mult bee our haples graue. 


Titim, And then muſt this accur{ d and fatail day, 


End both our lives and Romaare liberty: 
Muſt now the name of freedome bee torgot, 
And all Rowes glory in Theſſaliaend? 


Ca/i, As thole that loſt in boyſterous troublous ſeas, 


Beaten with rage of Billowes ſformy Rtrife: 


| And without ſtares do fayle'gainſt farresand winde, 


Indrery darkenefle andin chereles night, 
Without or hope or comfort endles are: 
So are my thoughts dejeted with diſmay, 


/ 


Which can nought looketor but poore Row 


But yer did Brar#:Huc,did hee but breath? 
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Or lay not ſlumbering in eternall night, 

His welfare might infuſe ſome hope, or life: 

Orat the leaft bring death wich more content: 

Weried I am through labour of the fight: ' 

Then ſweete Titinnins,range thou through the fieldey 

Andeitherglad me with my friends ſuccefle, 

Or quickly tell mee what my care doth fearc:' 

How breathles hee vpon the ground doth lic, 

Thatat thy words,1 may fall downe and die. 
Titin, Cafſius,] goeto ſeeke thy Noblefriend, 

Heauen grant my goings haue a proſperons end. 
Caſſi. O go Titinnixs, and till thy returne, 

Heere will I fit diſconſolate alone, 

Rowmesſad miſhap,and mine owne woes to moone; 

O ten times treble fortunate were you, 

 VVhichinPha7/a/ias bloudy conflit dyed, 

VVith thoſe braue Lords, nowlaytd in bed of fame: 

VVhich neere proteRed cheir molt bleſled dayes, 

To ſeethe horror of this difmall fight, 

V Vhy died I not in thoſe /Emathian playnes, 

V Vheregreat Domitinsfell by Cz/ars hand? 

And ſwift-Exrypns downe his bloudy ſtreame 

Bare ſhieldes and helmes and trainer of ſlaughter'd men, 

Eut Heauens reſerud mee to this Juckles day, 

To ſce my Countries fall and friends decay. 

But why doth not Timm yet returne? 

My trembling heart miſsjvesme what's befalne, 

Brutas 1s dead:I: herke how willingly 

The Ecco itterates thoſe deadly words, 

The whiſling windes wit'1 their mourning ſound, 

Dao fill mine eares with noyſe of Brrzs death, 

The birdes now chanting a more cheerles lay, 

In dolefull notes recorde my friend: decay, 

And P.ilomela now forgets old wronges, 

And onely Zratas wayleth in her ſongee, 

I heare ſome noyſe,Otis Titinnims, 

No tis not hee, tor hee doth feare to wound, 


My greeued cares with that hearts*thrilling ſound, - 
| 'Þ Why 
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Wh y doſt thou feed my thoughts with lingering hope? 


Why doſt thou then prolong my life in vayne? 

Tell me my (cntence and fo end my payne: 

He comes not yet,nor yet,nor will at all, 

Linger not Caſſrus for to heare reply, 

What ifhe come and tels me hee is ſlayne? 

That only will increaſe my dying paine, 

Brutus I cometo company thy ſoule, 

Which by Cocytes wandreth all alone. 

Brutus] come prepare to meete thy friend 

Thy brothers fall procures this balefull end. 

| Enter Titinins, 

Titi. Brutas doth live and like a ſecond Mars, 

Ragethin heate of fury mongeſt his foes, 

Then cheere thee {aſ7-,loe I bring releefe, 

And news of power toeale thy ſtormy greete; 

But ſee where Ca//izs weltreth in his blood, 

Doth beate the Earth,and yet not fully dead. 

O Caſſie: ſpeake,O ſpeake to me [weet friend, 

Brutus doth liue; open thy dying eyes, : 

Andlooke on him thathope and comtort rigs. 

Onoeghce will not looke on mee biit cryes, 

Thatby my long delayes he haples dies: 

Accurſed villaine murtherer of thy fricnd, 

Why hath thy lingering thus wrought Caſſius end, 


How cold thy care wasto preuent this deed, 


How ſlow thy loue that made no greater ſpeed, 
Care winged 1e,and burning loue can flye, 

My care was fearcles,loue but flattery, 

But fithence in my life my loue was neuer ſhewne, 
Now in my death Ile make it to be knowne, 
Accucſed weapon that ſuch blood could ſpil, 
Nay curſed then the author of this deed, 
Yetboth offended,both ſhall puniſhed be, 

Ile take reueng of the knife, the knife of me, 

It ſhall make a paſſagefor my life to palle, 
Cauſethrough my life his maſter murthered wass 
AndI onit againe will venged bee. 


Cauſe 
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Cauſcit did worke my Caſſius tragedy, 
Thea this reveng fhalbeto end my lite, 
Mine to diſtayne with baſer blood the knife. 
; , Enter Brutus the Ghoſt following him, 
Bra. What doecit thou ſtillperſue me vgly tend, 
Is this it that thou thirſted for ſo much? 
Come with thy tearing clawes and rendit out, 
Would thy appeaſeles rage be {lacked with blood, 
T his {word to day hath crimſen channels made, 
But heare's the blood that thou woulds drinke ſo fayne, 
Then take this percer,broch this trayterous heart. - ' 
Or if thou thinkeſt death to ſmall a payne, | 
Drag downe this body to proud Erebas, 
Through black Cocyras and infernall Styx, 
Lethean waues;and fiers of Phle geton, 
Boyle me or burne,teare my hatefull fleſh, - +, 
Deuoure,conſume,pull,pinch,plague,paine this hart, 
Hell craues her right,and heere the furyes ſtand, 
Andaall the hell-hounds compaſle.me around 
Each ſecking for a parte of this ſame prey, 
Alaſle this body is leane,thin, pale and wan, 
Nor can it all your hungery mouthes ſuffice,” 
O tis the ſoule that they ſtand gaping for, 
And endleſle matter for to prey vpon, 
Renewed ſtill as 7:ti#s pricked heart, 
Thenclap your hands,let Hell with Ioy reſound? 
Here it comes flying through this aery round. BY 
Gho. Hell take theirhearts, that this ill deed hauedone 
And vengeance follow till they be overcome: | 
Norliue t' applaud the iuſtice of this deed. 
Murther by her owne guilty hand doth bleed. 
: Enter Diſcord 
Die. T, row my longing hopes haue their deſire, 
The world is nothing but a maſlic heape: 
Of bodys ſlayne, The Sea alake ot blood, 
The Furies that for ſlaughter only thirſt, 
Are with theſe Maſlakers and laughters cloyde, 
Ty/iphones pale, and 44geras thin face,, * * 


"'& 


\, 
: 
} 


24 , —_— ——_ 


Twill deſc 


PRE 


= TheTragery © 
I;now puft vp,and (wolne with quaſfing blood, 
{ aron that vied but an old rotten boate 
Muſt nowe anavie nigg for to tranſport, 
Thehewling foules,vnto the Srigian {trondes 
Hell and E/:/7##2 muſt he digd in one, 
And both will be tolitle to contayne, 
Numberles numbers of aflied ghoſtes, 
That I my felfe have tumbling thither ſent, 
Gho.Now nights pale daughter fince thy bloody ioyes, 


Oo 


- And my revengfull thirſt fulfilled are, 


Doe thou applaud what inſtly heavens have wrought, 
While murther on the murtherers head is brought, 

Dy/. («/arl pitied not thy Tragick end: 
Nor tyrants daggers flicking in thy heart, 
Nor doe | that thy deaths with like repayd, 
But that thy death ſo many deaths ah made: 
Now<cloydewith blood, Ilehye me downe below, 
And laugh to thinke I cauſed ſuch endleſle woe, 
- Gho, Sith my reuchsg is full accompliſhed, 
And my deaths cauſers by them ſelues are ſlaine, 

fo mine etcrnall home, 

Were cuerlaſtingly my quiet ſoule, 
The ſweete El/yfimm pleaſure ſhall inioy, 
And walketho(e fragrant flowry fields at reſt: 
To which nor fayre Adonis bower ſo rare, 
Nor old Alcinovs gardens may compare. 
There that ſame gentle father of the ſpring, 
Mild Zephirns doth Odonrs breath diume: 
Clothing the carth in painted brauery, 
The which nor winters rage,nor Scorching heate, 
OrSummers ſunne can make it fall or fade, 
There with the mighty champions of old time, 
And great Herocs of the Goulden age, 


 Mydatcles houres Ile ſpend in laſting ioy. 


FINISs. 
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